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PROLOGUE. 


Its, like Phyficians, never can agree, 
When of a different Society. 


And Rabel's Drops were never more cry'd du 8 


By all the Learned Doctors of the Town, 
Than a New Play whoſe Author is unknown : 
Nor can thoſe Doctors with more Malice ſue 
( And powerful Pur ſes ) the diſſenting F:w, 
Than thoſe with an Inſulting Pride do rail 
At all who are not of their own Cabal; 

If a Young Poet hit your Humour right, | 
Yau-judge him then out of Revenge and Spite ; : 
So among ft them there are Ridic'lous Elves, 
Wig Monkeys hate for being too like themielves. 
So that the Reaſon of the grand Debate, 
Why Vit ſo oft is damn'd, when good Plays take, 
Is, that you Cenſure as you love, or hate, 

Tins like a Learned Conclave Poets ſit, . 8 


Catlolick Judges both of Senſe and Mit, 
And damn, or /ave, as they themſelves think fit. 


Vet thoſe who to others Faults are ſo ſevere, 


Are not ſo perfect but themſelves may err. 
Some write correct indeed, but then the whole 
( Bating their own dull Stuff i th* Pla ) is flole - 
As Bees do ſuck from Flow'rs their Honcy-Dew, 
So they rob others, ſtriving to pleaſe you. 

Some write their Characters genteel and fine, 
Eut then they do /o toyl for every Line, 
That what to you docs eaſie ſeem, and Plain, 
TI; zine hard Iſſue of their lab"ring Brain 
Aud ſome, ti” Fffetts of all their Pains we ſee, 
Is but to mimick gend Entempor x. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Others, Sy long Conver /e about the Town, 
Have Wit enough to write a lew'd Lampoon 
But their chief Skill lies in a Bawdy Song. 

In ort, the only Wit that's now in Faſhion, 
Is but the Gleenings of good Conter at iun. 
| As for the Author of this coming Plav, e 


1 ask't him what he thought fit Ion d ſay 
In thanks for your good Company to Day : 
Hie call'd me Fool, and ſaid, It was well known, 
You came not here for our ſakes, but your own. 
| New Plays are ſtuff d with Wits, and with Debockes, 
That ereud and ſaueat, like Cits in May-Day Coaches. 


| Written by a Perſon of Quality. 
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EPILOGUE. 


FH E Band Cavalleys ! a Roving Blade + 
VS Popiſh Carnival ! a Maſquerade ! : 
| The Devil's in't if this will pleaſe the Nation, 
In theſe our bleſſed Times of 8 
| IWhiewCoventicling is ſo much in Faſhion. 
| And yet 
That Mutinous Tribe leſs Factions do beget, 
Fhan your continual differing in Vit; 


: 
| Your Fudzment (as your Paſſion's) 4 Diſeaſe, : 


Nor Muſe nor Miſs your Appetite can pleaſe ; 
Four grown as Nice as queaſie Conſciences, 
Wo's each Convulſion, when the Spirit moves, 
Dumas every thing that Maggot diſapproves. 

. With Canting Rule you wou'd the Stage refine, 
And to Dull Method all our Senſe confine : 
With th” Inſolence of Common-Wealths you rule, 
IWhere each gay Fop, and Politick grave Fool 
On Monarch Wit impoſe, without controul, 
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EPILOGUE. 


As for the laſt, who ſeldom ſees a Play, 

Unle/s it be the old Black Fryer's way, 

Shaking his empty Noddle o're Bamboo, 

He cryes —— Good Faith, theſe P p will never do. 

Al, Sir, in my young Days, What lofty Vit, 

What high ftrain'd Scenes of Fighting there were writ : 

Theſe are ſlight airy Toys. But tell me, pray, 

What has the Houſe of Commons done to Day? 

Then fhews his Politicks, to let you ſee, 

Of State Afﬀairs he l!! judge as notably, 

As he can do of Wit and Poetr 

The younger Sparks, who hither do reſort, 

Cry, 

Par o'your genteel Things, give us more Sport; 

Dann me, I'm ſure till never pleaſe the Court. 
Such Fops are never pleas'd, unleſs the Play 


Be. ftufft with Fools, as brick and dull as they - 


Such might the Half-Croum ſpare, and in a Clujs 
At home, . behold a more accompliſi'd Aſs, 

Where they may ſet their Cravats, Wigs and Faces, 
And Practice all their Buffoonry Grimaces : 

See how this Huff becomes —tiis Damny, - ftare, ; 
Wiici they ut nome may aft, becauſe they dare, 

But—mziſt iti prudent Caution du el ermhere., 

Oh that our Nokes, or Tony Lee con 4 ow 
A Fop but half jo mach to th” Life as you. 


en 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Don Antonio, 
Don Pedro, 
Belvile, 


Willmore, 
Frederick, 


Blunt. 


Stephano, 
Philippo, 
Sancho, 
Biskey, 
and 
Sebaſtian, 


Officers and Soldiers. 
Page to Don Antonio. 


ME N. 


The Vice-Roy's Son. 

A Noble Spaniard, his Friend. 

An Engliſh Colonel, in Love 
with Florinda. 

The KOVER. 

An Englik Gentleman, and 
Friend to Belv. and Blunt. 

An Evrglik Country Gentle- 
man. 

Servant to Don Pedro. 

Lucetta's Gallant. 

Pimp to Lucetta. 


Two Pravo's to Ar7e!!: cg. 


O MEN 


Flori nda, 
Hellena, 


Valeria, 
Angellica Bianca, 
Moretta, 

Callis, 


Lucetta, 


Siſter to Don Pedro. 

A gay young Woman, deſizn- 
ed for a Nun, and Sitter to. 
Florinda. 

A Kinfwoman to Flor ind. 

A famous Courtizan. 

Her Woman. 


' Governeſs to Florinda and 


Helltena. 
A Jilting Wench. 


Servants, Other Maſqueraders, Men and Women. 


The Scene NAP LE, in Carnival Time. 
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ACT L SCENEI 


SCENE A Chamber. 
Enter Florinda and Hellena. 


Flor. HAT an impertinent thing is a young 
W Girl bred in a Nunnery? How full of 
Queſtions? Prithee no more Hellena, I 
© have told thee more than thou underſtand'ſt already. 
Hell. The more's my Grief, I wou'd fain know as 
much as you, which maks me ſo inquifitive; nor is't 
enough I know you're a Lover, unleſs you tell me 
too, who tis you fizh for. 
Flor. When you're a Lover, I'll think you fit for a 
Secret of that Nature. 1 
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doſt thou ſee about me that is unfit for Love have 
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Hell. Tis true, I never was à Lover yet but I 
begin to have a ſhrewd Gueſs what. tis to be ſo, and 
fancy it very pretty to ſigh, and fing, and bluſh, and 
with, and dream and wiſh, and long and wiſh to ſee the. 
Man; and when I do, look pale and tremble, juſt as 
you did when my Brother brought home the fine Exg- 
l Colonel to ſee you 
Belvile. 

Flor. Fye, Hellena. 

Hell. That Bluſh betrays you. — I am ſure 
"tis ſo or is it Don Antonio the Vice-Roy's 
Son ? or perhaps the Rich Old Don Vincentia 
whom my Father deſigns you for a Husband ? | 
Why do you Bluſh again ? 

Flor. With Indignation, and how near ſoever my 
Father thinks I am to marrying that hated Object, I 


ſhall let him ſee, I underitand better what's due to 


my Beauty, Birth and Fortune, and more to my Soul, 
than to obey thoſe unjuſt Commands. 

Hell. Now hang me, if I don't love thee for that 
dear Diſobedience. I love Miſchief ſtrangely, as moſt 
of our Sex do, who are come to love nothing elſe 
but tell me, dear Florinda, don't you love that fine 
Angleſe for I vow, next to loving him my 
ſelf, *twill pleaſe me moſt that you do ſo, for he is ſo 
gay and ſo handſome ! 

Flor. Hellena, a Maid deſign'd for a Nun, ought not 
to be ſo curious in a Difcourſe of Love. 

Hell. And doſt thou think that ever I'll be a Nun? 
or at leaſt till I'm ſo old, I'm fit for nothing elfe 
Faith, no Siſter ; and that which makes me long to 
know whether you love Belvile, is, becauſe I hope he 
has ſome mad Companion or other, that will ſpoil my 


Devotion; nay, I'm reſolv'd to provide my ſelf this 


Carnival, if there be e er a handſome proper Fellow 
ef my Humour above Ground, tho” I ask firſt. 
Flor. Prithee be not ſo wild. 
Hell. Now you have provided your ſelf of a Man, 
you take no Care for poor me——prithee tell me, What 
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what do you call him Don 
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IT nota World of Youth? a Humour gay? a Beauty 
' paſſable? a Vigour deſirable ? well ſhap'd? clean 
limb'd ? ſweet breath d? and Senſe enough to know 
how all theſe ought to be employ'd to the bett Ad- 
vantage; yes I do, and will, therefore lay aſide your 
Hopes of my Fortune, by my being a Devote, und tell 
me how you came acquainted with this Belvile ? for 
I perceive you knew him before he came to Naples. 
Flor. Yes, I knew him at the Siege of Pampulona ; 
: he was then a Colonel of French Horſe, who when the 
4 Town was ranſack'd, nobly treated my Brother and 
z 
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my ſelf, preſerving us from all Inſolences; and 1 
muſt own, (beſides great Obligations) I have I know 
not what, that pleads kindly for him about my Heart, 
ö and will ſuffer no other to enter. But ſee my 
N Brother. | 
| Enter Don Pedro, Stephano with a Maſquing Habit, 
| and Callis. 


Pedro. Good morrow Siſter, Pray when ſaw 
; you your Lover Don Vincent io. 


Nor. I know nor, Sir Callis, when was he 
here? for I conſider it ſo little, I know not when it 
was. 


Pedro. I have a Command from my Father here to 
tell you, you ought not to deſpiſe him, a Man of fo 
- vaſt a Fortune, and ſuch a Paſſion for you Ste- 
Plano, my things. (Puts on his Maſquing Habit. 
Flor. A Paſſion for me, tis more than e're I faw, 
or he had a Defire ſhould be known I hate Vin- 
centio, Sir, and I wou'd not have a Man, ſo dear to me 
as my Brother, follow the ill Cuftoms of our Coun- 
try, and make a Slave of his Siſter and, Sir, 
my Father's Will, I am ſure vou may divert. | 
Pedro. I know not how dear I am to you, but I 
Wiſh only to be rank'd in your Eſteem, equal with the 
Engliſh Colonel, Belvile Why do vou frewn and 
bluſh ? is there any Guilt belongs to the Name of that 
Cavalier ? 
Flor. I'll not deny I value Belvile, when I was ex- 
pos d to ſuch Dangers as the licenc d Luſt of common 
| Soldiers 


* 
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Soldiers threatned, when Rage and Conqueſt fiew 
through the City ——then Belvile, this Criminal 
for my ſake, threw himſelf into all Dangers to ſve 
my Honour, and will you not allow him my Eſteem ? 

Pedro. Yes, pay him what you will in Honour— 
but you muſt conſider Don Vincentio's Fortune, and 
the Joznture he'll make you. 

Flor. Let him conſider my Youth, Beauty and For- 


tune, which ought not to be thrown away on his Age 


and Joynture. 

Pedro. Tis true, he's not ſo young and fine a Gen- 
tleman, as that Belvile but what Jewels will 
that Cavalier preſent you with? thoſe of his Eyes 
and Heart ? | 

Hell. And are not thoſe better than any Don Vin- 
centio has brought from the Indies. 


Pedro. Why how now ! has your Nunnery Breed- 
ing taught you to underſtand the Value of Hearts, and 


Eyes ? | 

Hell. Better than to believe Vincentio's deſerve Va- 
lue from any Woman——he may perhaps encreaſe 
her Bags, but not her Family. | 


Pedro. This is fine —g0 up to your 
Devotions, you are not deſign'd for the Converſation 
of Lovers. 

Hell. Nor Saints, vet awhile, I hope. ( Afide. 


F'| not enough you mike a Nun of me, but son muſt 
caſt my Siſter away too? expoſing her to n worſe Con- 
tinement than a Relizious Lite. 

Pedro. The Girl's mad is it a Confinement 
to be carry'd into the Country, to an ancient Villa be- 


loneinx to the Family of the Vincentio's theſe five 


hundred Years, and have no other Proſpect than that 
pleaſing one of ſeeing all her own that meets her Eves 
fine Air, larze Fields and Gardens, where ſhe 
may walk and gather Flowers. 

Hell. When, by Moon-lizht? for 1 am ſure ſhe 
dares not encounter with the Heat of the Sun, that 
were a Task only for Don Vincentio and his Indian 
Breeding, who loves it in the Dog-Days. * 
tacle 


| 
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theſe be her daily Divertiſements, what are thoſe of 
the Night, to lie in a wide Moth-eaten Eed-Chamber, 
with Furniture in Faſhion in the Reign of King Sau- 
cho the Firſt; the Bed, that which his Fore-tathers, 
liv'd and died in. 

Pedro. Very well ! 

Hell. This Apartment (new furbruſht and fitted ont 
for the young Wife) he (out of Freedom) makes his 
Dreſſing-Room, and being a frugal and jealous Cox- 
comb, inſtead of a Valet to uncaſe his feeble Carcaſc, 
he defires yo 1 to do that Ofkce———Signs of Favour 
I'll aſſure you, and luch as you mutt not hope tor, 
unleſs your Woman be out of the way. 

Pedro. Have you done yet ? 

Hell. That Honour being paſt, the Giant ſtretches 
himſelf, yawns and ſizhs a Belch or two loud as a 
Musket, throws himſelf into Bed, and expects you in 
tis foul Sheets, and e're you can get your felt undreſt, 
calls you with a Snore or two - and are not 
theſe fine Bleſſings to a young Lady? 

Pedro. Have you done yet? 

Hell. And this Man you muſt kiſs; nay, you muſt 
kiſs none but him too and nuzzle through his 
Beard to find his Lips ——and this you muſt ſubmit 


to for threeſcore Years, and all for a Joynture. 


Pedro. For all your Character of Don Vincent io, 
the is as like to marry him as ſhe was before. 

Hell. Marry Don Vincentio ! hang me, ſuch a Wed- 
lock would be worſe than Adultery with another Man. 


I had rather ſee her in the Hoſtel de Dieu, to waſte her 


Youth there in Vows, and be a Hand-Maid to Lazers 
and Cripples, than to loſe it in ſuch a Marriage. 

Pedro. You have conſider'd, Siſter, that Belvile has 
Fortune to bring you to, baniſh'd his Country, 


deſpis'd at home, and pit ied abroad. 


Hell. What then? the Vice-Roy's Son is better than 
that Old, Sir Fifty, Don Vincent io Don Indian! he 
thinks he's trading to Gamba ſtill, and would Barter 
— (that Bell and Bawble) for your Youth and 

ortune, 


. | Pedro, 
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Pedro. Callis, take her hence, and lock her up all 
this Carnival, and at Lent ſhe ſhall begin her ever- 
laſting Pennance in a Monaſtery. 

Hell. I care not, I had rather be a Nun, than be 
oblig'd to marry as you wou'd have me, if I were +» 
deſien'd for't. 

Pedro. Do not fear the Bleſſing of that Choice 
you ſhall be a Nun. 

Hell. Shall I fo? vou may chance to be miſtaken 
in my Way of Devotion ——2— A Nun! yes, I am 
like to make a fine Nun! IT have an excellent Hu- 
mour fora Grate : No, I'll have a Saint of my own 
to pray to ſhortly, if I like any that dares venture 
on me. - ( Afiae. 

Pedro. Callis, make it vour Bufineſs to watch this 
Wild-Cat. As for you, Florinda, I've only try'd you 
all this while and urg'd my Father's Will; but mine 
is, that you wou'd love Antonio, he is brave and 
vounz, and all that can compleat the Happineſs of a 
Gallant Maid this Abſence of my Father 
will give us Opportunity to free you from Vincentio, 
by marrying here, which you muſt do to Morrow. 

Flor. To Morrow! 

Pedro. To Morrow. or 'twill be too late *tis 
not my Friendſhip to Antonio which makes me urge 
this, but love to thee, and hatred to FVincentio—— 
therefore refolve upon to Morrow. 

Flor. Sir, I ſhall ſtrive to do, as ſhall become your 
Sitter. 

Pedro. I'll both believe and truſt you Adieu. 

( Exit Pedro and Stephano. 
Hell. As becomes his Siſter ! that is, to be 
as reſolv'd your Way, as he is his. (Hell. goes to Callis 

Flor. I ne*er *till now perceiv'd my Ruin near, 
I've no Defence againft Antonio's Love, 

For he has all the Advantages of Nature, 
The movinz Arguments of Y outh and Fortune. 

Hell. But hark you, Callis, you will not be ſo crue! 
to lock me up indeed, will you ? 

Eallis. I muſt obey the Commands I have 


beſides, 
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beſides, do you conſider what a Life you are going 
to lead?! 

Hell. Yes. Callis, that of a Nun; and 'till then 
I'll be indebted a World of Pravers to you, if you'll 
let me now ſee, what I never did, the Divertiſements 
of a Carnival. 

Call. What, go in Maſquerade? 'twill be a fne 
Farewel to the World, I take it pray what 
wou'd you do there ? 

Hell. That which all the World does, as I am told, 
be as mad as the reſt, and take all innocent Freedoms 
— — Siſter, you'll go too? will you not? Come, 
prithee be not fad we'll out-wit twenty Bro- 
thers, if vou'll be rul'd by me come pull off this 
dull Humour with vour Cloaths, and aſſu ve one as 
ga v and fantaſtick as the Dreſs my Couſin Valeria and 
I have provided, and let's ramble. 

Flor. Calis, will vou give us leave to go? 

Call. I have a vouthful Itch of going mv ſelf ( Aſide 
Madam, ic 1 thought your Brother might 
not know it, and I might wait on vou; for, by my 
Troth I'Il not truſt young Girls alone. 

Flor. Thou ſee'ſt my Brother's gone already, and 
thou ſhalt attend and watch us. 

Enter Stephano. 

Steph. Madam, the Habits are come, and your 
Couſin Valeria is drett and ttavs for you. 

Flor. TIs well. I'Il write a Note, and if 
I chance to ſee Belvile, and want an Oprortunity to 
ſpeak to hin, that ſhall let him know what I've 
reſolv'd in favour of him. 


Hell. Come, let's in and dreſs us. (Exeunt. 


SCENE II. A long Street. 


Enter Belvile melancho/ly, Blunt and Frederick. 
Fred. Whe, what the Devil ails the Colonel, in a 


Time when all the World is may, to look like meer 


Lent thus? Had'it thou been long enou-h in Naples 


to have been in Love, I thould have ſworn ſome ſuch 
Judgment had befall'n thee. E Eelv. 
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Belv. No, I have made no new Amours ſince I 
came to Naples. | 

Fred. You have left none behind you in Paris. 

Bely . Neither. 

Fred. I cannot divine the Cauſe then, unleſs the 
old Cauſe, the want of Mone. 

Blunt. And another old Cauſe, the Want of'a Wench 
wou'd not that revive you? 

Belv. You are miſtaken, Ned. 

Blunt. *Sheartlikins, then thou art paſt Cure. 

Fred. I have found it out; thou haſt renew'd thy 
Acquaintance with the Lady that coſt thee ſo many 
Sighs at the Seige of Pampulona Pox on't, what 
d'ye call her her Brother's a Noble Sid, 
Nephew to the dead General Florinda 
Ay, Florinda and will nothing ferve 
thy Turn but that damn'd virtuous Woman? whom, 
on my Conſcience, thou loveſt in ſpite too, becauie 
thou ſeeſt little or no Poſlibility of gaining her. 

Belv. Thou art miſtaken, I have Int'reit enouzh 
in that lovely Virzin's Heart to make me proud ind 
vain, were it not abated by the Severity of a Brother, 
who perceiving my Happineſs 

Fred. Has civilly forbid thee the Houſe. 

Felv. *Tis ſo, to niake way for a powerful Rival, 
the Vice-Rov's Son, who has the Advantage of me, 
in being a Man of Fortune, a Spaniar4, and her 
Brot her s Friend, which gives him Liberty to make 
his Court, whilit 1 have recourſe only to Letters, 
and dittant Looks from her Window, which are as 
Toft and kind as tue which Heav'n ſends down on Pe- 


nitecnts. 


Elunt. Revday ! 'Sheartlikins, Similie ! by this 
Light the Man is quite ſpoil d.——— Fred. What 
the Devil are we made of, that we cannot be thus 
con eru'd for a Wench *Sheartlikins, our Cupids 
are 1;ke the Cooks of the Camp, they can Roaſt or 
Boil a Woman, but thev have none of theſe tine Tricks 
to ſet m off, no Hozoes to make the Sauce pleaſant 
and the Stomach ſharp. 


Fred. 
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Fred. I dare ſwear IT have had a hundred as young, 
kind and handſome as this For inda; and Dozs eat me, 
if they were not as troubleſome to me i'the Morning, 
as they were welcome o'er Nieht. 

Blunt. And vet I warrant, he wou'd not touch a- 
nother Woman if he might have her for nothing. 

Belv. Thats thy Joy, a cheap Whore. 

Blunt. Whe, Sheartlikins, I love a frank Soul——- 
when did you ever hear of an honeit Woman that took 
a Min's Money? I warrant em good ones but 
Gentlemen, vou may be free, you have been kept ſo 


poor with Parliaments and Protectors, that the little 


Stock you have is not worth prefervinz but 
I thank m Stars, I had more Grace than to forfeit my 
Eſtate by Cavaliering. 

Belv. Methinks, only following the Court ſhou'd 
be ſuflicient to entitle em to that. 

Blunt. Sheartlikins, thev know I follow it to do it 
no good, unleſs they pick a H le in my Coat for lend- 
ing vou Money now and then, which is a greater Crime 
to my Conſcience, Gentlemen, than to the Common- 
wealth. 


Enter Willmore. 
Will. Ha! dear Belvile ! noble Colonel! 
Belv. Willmore ! welcome aſhore, my dear Rover! 
what happy Wind blew us this good Fortune? 

Will. Let me ſalute mv deir Fred. and then Com- 
mand me. How is't honeſt Lad ? 

Fred. Faith, Sir, the old Complement, infinitely 
the better to ſce my dear mad Willmore again. 
Prithee why cameit thou aſhore ? and where is the 
Prince ? 

Will. He's well, and reigns ſtill Lord of the watry 
Element. 1 muſt aboard again within a Day 
or two, and my Buſineſs aſhore was only to enjoy my 
ſelf a little this Carnival. 

Belv. Pray know our new Friend, Sir, he's but 
baſhful, a raw Traveller, but honeſt, ſtout, and one 
of us. ( Eandreces Blunt. 

Will. That you eſteem him, gives him an Int'reſt 


here. 3 Blunt. 


10 be RO E R; Or, 


Blunt. Your Servant, Sir. 

Will. But well, ——— Fiith I'm elad to meet you 
again in a warm Climate, where the kind Sun has its 
God-like Pow'r ſtill over the Wine and Women 
Love and Mirth are my Bus'neſs in Naples, and if I 
miſtake not the Place, here's an excellent Market for 
Chapmen of my Humour. 


Belv. See, here be thoſe kind Merchants of Love 
ou look for. 

Enter ſeveral Men in Maſyuing Habits, ſome playing 
on Muſick. others dancing after, Women dreſt like 
Courtizans, with Papers pinn'd on their kyreoſts, 
and Baskets of Flowers in their Hands. 

Blunt. *Sheartlikins, what have we here ? 

Fred. Now the Game begins. 

Will. Fine pretty Creatures! may a Stranger have 
Jeave to look and love? What's here 
Roſes for every Month? ( Reads the Papers. 

Blunt. Roſes for every Month? what means that? 

Belv. Thev are. or wou'd have you think they're 
Courtizins, who here in Naples, are to be hir'd by the 
Month. | 

Will. Kind, and obliging to inform us Pray 
where do theſe Roſes grow? I wou'd fain plant ſome 
of em in a Bed of mine. | ; 

Nom. Beware of ſuch Roſes, Sir. 

Will. A Pox of Fear: I'll be bak't with thee be- 
tween a Pair of Sheets. and that's thy proper Still; 
ſo I might but ſtrew ſuch Roſes over me, and under 
me Fair one, Wou'd you wou'd give me leave 
to gather at your Buſh this idle Month; I wou'd go 
near to make ſome Body ſmell of it all the Year after. 

Belv. And thou haſt need of ſuch a Remedy, for 
thou ſtink'ſt of Tar and Ropes Ends, like a Dock or 
Peſt-houſe. ( The Woman puts her ſelf into the 

( Hands of a Man, and Exit. 

Vill. Nay, nay, you ſhall not leave me ſo. 

Belv. Ey all means uſe no Violence here. 

Vill. Death juſt as I was going to be damnably 
in Love, to have her led off! I could pluck that Roſe 

out 
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out of his Hand, and even kiſs the Eed the Buſh grew 


in. 

Fred. No Friend to Love, like a long Voyage at Sea. 

Blunt. Except a Nunnery, Fred. 

Will. Death! But will they not be kind? quickly 
be kind? Thou know'tt I'm no tame Sigher, but a 
rampant Lion of the Forreſt. 

Ad vances from the farther End of the Scenes, tu Men 
dreſt ali over with Hor 15 of jeveral forts, making 

Grimaces at one another, with Papers pinn'd on 
their Backs. 

Belv. Oh the fantaſtical Rogues, how they're dreſt; 

'tis a Satyr againſt the whole Sev. 

Will. Is this a Fruit that grows in this warm Coun- 
try. 

Belv. Yes. Tis pretty to ſce theſe Italians ſtart, 
ſwell and ſtab, at the Word Cuckold, and yet ſtumble 
at Horns on every Threthold. 

Will. See what's on their Backs—Flowers of every 

ight. ( Reads. 
Ah Rogue! and more ſweet than Roſes of 
ev'ry Month! This is a Gardiner of Adams own bree d- 
ing. ( Facy dance. 
Belv. What think you of thoſe grave People. 
is a Wake in EjJex half ſo mad or extravagant? 

Will. Ike their ſober grave wav, tis a kind of le- 
gil authoriz'd Fornication, where the Men are not 
chid for't, nor the Women deſpis d, as amongit our dull 
Eugliſhi, even the Monſieurs want that Part of good 
Manners. 

Belv. But here in Italy, a Monſicur is the humbleſt 
beſt bred Centleman Duels are ſo batted by 
Hravo's, that an Age ſhews not one, but between a 
Frenchman and a Hangman, who is as much too hard 
for him on the Piaxa, as they are for a Dutchman. on 
the New-Bridge——but ſee another Crew. 

Enter Florinda, Hellena and Valeria, dref# lite 
-ybſies; Callis and Stephano, Lucetta, Philippo 
and Sancho in Maſquerade. | 

Hel“. Siſter, there's your Engliſhmany and with him 
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a handſome proper Fellow 


ill. Cypfies, on my Life— fure theſe will 
prittle if a Man croſs their Hands. (Goes to Hellena. 
—  — dear, pretty, (and I hope) yvoun Devil, 
W ll you tell an amorous Stranger what luck he's like 
to have ? 

Hell. Have a care how you venture with me, Sir, 
leaſt I pick your Pocket, which will more vex your 
Englich Humour, than an Italian Fortune will pleate 
vou. 

Vill. How the Devil cam'ſt thou to know my Coun- 
try and Humour ? 

H.1!. The firtt I gue's by a certain forward Impu- 
dence, which does not diipleaſe meat this Time; and 
the Loſs of your Monev will vex you, becauſe I hope 
you have but very little to loſe 

Will. Ezad, Child, thou'rt in thright, it is ſo little, 
I dire not offer it thee for a Kindneſs but cannot 
you divine what other thin-s of more Value 1 have a- 
bout me, that I wou'd'more willingly part with. | 

Hell. Indeed no, that's the Rus neſs of a Witch, and 
I am but a Gyp,y vet. Yet without looking in 
your Hand, I bave « parlous Gueſs, 'tis ſome fooliſh 
Heart vou mean, an inconſtant Engliſh Heart, as little 
worth ſtealing as your Purſe. 

Will. Nay, then thou doſt deal with the Devil, 
that's certain. — thou haſt gueit as right, as if 
thou hadit been one of that Num ber it has languiſh'd for. 


can you take it in a better Time; for I am come from 
Sea, Child, and Venus not being propitious to me in her 
on Ele nent, I have a World of Love in ſtore - wou'd you 
wou'd be good natur'd and take ſome on't off mv Hands, 

Hell. Whe———— I cou'd be inclin'd that way 
but for a fooliſh V ow I am going to make 
to die a Maid. 

Will. Then thou art damn'd without Redemption, 
and as lama good Chr ſtiin, I ou ht in Charity to di- 
vert io wickel a Den n. tlerefore prit bee, 

| dear 


I find you'll be better acquainted with it, nor 


I'll to him, and 
inttead of tel'ing him his Fortune, try my own. Ee: 
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Hell. I perceive, good Father Captain, you deſign 


d dear Crerture, let me know quickly, when and where 
: 1 ſhall be in to ſett a Hel ping-hand to ſo good a Work. 
8-1 Hell. It vou ſhou'd prevail with my tender Heart, 
. (as I begin to fear you will, for you have horrible 
l, loving Eves) there will be Difficulty in't that vou'll 
e hardt, undergo or my ſake. 
Will. Faith, Child, I have been bred in Dangers, and 
A wear a Sword that has been employ'din a worie Cauſe, 
Ty than for a bandſome, kind Woman———— name the 
e — —— let it be any thing but a long Siege 
and I'll undertake it. 
- Hell. Can you storm? 
Will. Oh moit.uriouſty. 
1- Hell. What think vcu of a Nunnery Wall? for he 
4 that wins me, muſt gain that firſt. 
e Will. A Nun! Oh how do I love thee for't ! there's 
no Sinner like a young Saint————nay, now there's 
e, no denying me, the Old Law had no Curie (to a Wo- 
t man) like dying a Maid; witgets Jeptha's Daughter. 
I Hell. A very good Text this, if well handled, and 
I perceive, Father Captain, you wou'd impoſe no ſe- 
d vere Fenance on her who were inclin'd to conſole her 
in ſelf before ſhe took Orders. 
h Will. It the be young and handſome. 
le Hell. Ay there's it but if ſne be not 
Will. By this Hand, Child, I have an implicit Faith, 
I, and dare venture on thee with all Faults beſides, 
if tis more meritorious to leave the World, when thou 
r. hatt taſied and prov'd the Pleaſure on't ; then "twill be 
Dr | a Virtue in thee, which now will be pure Ignorance. 
3 
' 


er only to make me fit for Heaven but, if on the 
u © Contrary, you ſhou'd quite divert me from it, and 
is. brin- me back to the World again, I ſhou'd have a new 
y Man to ſeek. 1 find; and what a Grief that will be 
_ for when I begin, I fancy I ſhall love like any thing : 
I never try'd yet. 

n, Will. Ezad, that's kind——prithee, dear Creature, 

li give me Credit for a Heart, for faith I'm a very honeſt 
„ rens Oh, I long to come firſt to the Pan- 


ar | quet 
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quet of Love! and ſuch a ſwinging Appetite I bring 

Oh, I'm impatient thy Lodging Sweet- 
heart, thv Lodging ! or I'm a dead Man! 

 FMHell. Why, muſt we be either guilty of Fornication 
or Murder if we converſe with you Men and 
is there no Difference between leave to love me, and 
leave to lie with me?- 

Will. Faith, Child, they were made to go together. 

Lucett. Are you. ſure this is the Man ? 

( Pointing to Blunt. 

Sancho. When Kd I miſtake your Game? 

Lucett. This is a ftranger, I know by his gazing ; 
if he be brisk he'1] venture to follow me; and then, if 
I underſtand my Trade, he's mine, he's Engliſh too, 
and they fav that's a ſort of good natur'd loving People, 
and have generally ſo kind an Opinion of themſelves, 
t hat a Woman with any Wit may tlatter em into any 
fort of Fool ſhe pleaſes. ( She often paſſes by Blunt, 

and gazes on him, hg ſtruts and cocks, and walks 
1 and gaxes on her. 
i Blunt. Tis fo——-ſhe is taken I have Beauties , 
| which my falſe Claſs at home did not diſcover. 
Flor. This Woman watches me ſo, I thall get no 
f | Opportunity to diſcover my ſelf to him, and ſo miſs 
the Intent of my cominz but as I was ſaving, 
l Sir, —by this Line you ſhou'd be a Lover. ( Look- 
d | ing in his Hand. 
| Belv. I thought how right you gueſt, all Men are 
in Love, or pretend to be ſo come let me go, 
I'm weary of this Foolinz. (Walks away. 
Flor. I will not, till you have confeſs'd whether the 
Paſſion that you have vow'd Florinda, be true or falſe? | 
(She holds him, he ſtrives to get from her. 
Belv. Florinda ! < Turns quick towards her. 
J Flor. Softlv. 
1 Belv. Thou haſt nam d one will fix me here for ever. 
Flor. She'Il be diſappointed then, who expects you 
this Nizht at the Garden-7ate, and if vou fail not: 
as let me ſee the ot her Hand — vou will go near to 
do- -ſhe vows to die or make you bappy- ( Looks an 
Callis, who oer ves em. Belv. 
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ng Relv. What canſt thou mean ? 

et Flor. That which I ſay Farewel. (Offers to go. 
Belv. Oh charming Sybil, ſtay, compleat that Joy 

on which as it is will turn into Diſtrattion ! where 

nd muſt I be? at the Garden-Gate? I know it gat 

nd Night vou ſay ? I'll ſooner forfeit Heav'n 


than diſobev. 
er. Enter Don Pedro and other Maſquers, and paſs over 
the Stage. 
nt. Callis. Madam, your Brother's here. 


Flor. Take this to inſtru you farther. 


7; (Gives him a Letter, and goes off. 
if Fred. Have a care, Sir, what you promiſe; this 
50, may be a Trap laid by her Brot her to ruin vou. 

le, Belv. Do not diſturb my Happineſs with Doubts. 
es, (Opens the Letter. 
ny Pill. My dear pretty Creature, a thouſand Bleſſings 
nt, on thee ! till in this Habit you ſay? and 


lks after Dinner at this Place. 

Hell. Ves, if vou will ſwear to keep your Heart, 
ies and not beſtow it between this and that. 

Will. By all the little Gods of Love I ſwear, I'll 
no leave it with vou, and if you run away with it, thoſe 
ifs Deities of Juſtice will revenge me. 


17, (Ex. all the Women. 
ok- Fred. Do you know the Hand ? 

id, Belv. Tis Florinda's ! 

are All Bleſſines fall upon the virtuous Maid. 

go, Fred. Nay. no Idolatry, a ſober Sacrifice 1'II al- 
ay. low you. | 

he | Belv. Oh Friends, the welcom'ſt News! the ſofteſt 
ſe? Letter! nay, you ſhall all ſee it! and cou'd you 


er." no be ſerious, I might be made the hapyieſt Man the 
er, Sun ſhines on ! 


Will The Reaſon of this mighty Joy ? 


er. Belv. See how kindly ſhe invites me to deliver her 
ou from the threatned Violence of her Brother 

_ will vou not aſſiſt me? 

80 Will. I know not what thou mean'ſt, but I'll make 


an one at any Miſchief where a Woman's concern'd 
ly. but 


16 The RO v E R; Or, 


but ſhe'll be grateful to us for the Favour, will ſhe 
not. 

Rely. How mean vou? 5 

Pill. How ſhou'd I mean ? thou know'ſt there's but 
one Wav for a Woman to oblige me. 

Belv. Do not prophane the Maid is nicely 
virtuous. 

Will. Pha, Pox. then ſhe's fit for nothing but a 
Husbund, let her een »o, Colonel. 

Fred. Peace, ſhe's the Colonel's Miſtreſs, Sir. 

Will. Let her be the Devil, if ſhe be thy Miſtreſs, 
I'11 ſerve her name the Wav. 

Belvy. Read here this Poſtſcript. (Gives him a Letter, 

Will. ( Reads) At Ten at Night —at the 
Kind Heart, if \ Carden-Gate - of which, if 
we Three cannot weave JI cannot get the Key, I will 
a ſtring to let her down a N ive away over the Wall - 
Garden- Wall, twere pity come attended with a 
but the Hangman wove Friend or two. 
one for us all. 

Fred. Let her alone for that, vour Woman's Wit! 
your fair, kind Woman ! will ant-trick a Broker or a 


Jew, and contrive like a Jeſuit in Chains —— but 
ſee, Ned Blunt is ſtol'n out after the Lure of a Dam- 
ſe}. (Ex. Blunt and Lucetta. 


Helv. So, he'll ſcarce find his Way home again, un- 
leſs we get him cry'd by the Bellman in the Market- 
Place, and ' twou'd ſound prettily A loft Enzliſh 
Boy of Thirty. 

Fred. I hope 'tis fome common crafty Sinner. one 
that will fit him; it may be ſhe'il ſell him for Peru, 
the Rogue's ſturdy, and wou'd work well in a Mine; 
at leait I hope ſhe'll dreſs him for our Mirth, cheat. 
him of all, then have him well favour'dly banz'd, and 
turn'd out naked at Midnight. 

Will. Prit hee what Humour is he of, that you wiſh 
him ſo well ? 
Bely. Why of an Engliſh Elder Brother's Humour, 
educated in a Nurſery, with a Maid to tend him till 
Fifteen, and lies with his Grand-Mother till as of 

Se; 


The Baniſh'd CAvALIIERS. 17 


Age; one that knows no Pleaſure bevond riding to 
the next Fair, or going up to London with his right 
Worſhipful Father in Parliament-time, wearing say 
Cloaths, or making honourable Love to his Lidy Mo- 
ther's Landr--Maid, gets drunk at a Huntinz-Match, 
and ten to one then gives tome Proots of his Prowels 
A Pox upon him, he's our FHanker, and has 
all our Caſh about him, and it he fail, we are all 
broke. 

Fred. Oh let him alone for that matter. he's of a 
damn'd ſtinge v Quality 3 that will ecure our S ock; I 
know not in what Danger it were indeed. if th efilt i} ou'd 
pretend ſhe's in Love with him, for tis a kind bel ev- 
ing Cox comb; otherwiſe if he art with more than a 
peice of Eight —— — gueld him; for which Offer 
he may chance to be beaten, if the be a Whore of the 
Firit Rank. | 


. - RFelv. Nay, the Rogue will not beeaſily beaten. be's 


ſtout enouzh; periteps [tf they talk bevond his Ca pa- 
city, he may chance to exerc.ſe his Courage upon 
ſome of them, elſe I'm fure they'll find it as difficult 
to beat as to pleaſe him. 

Will, Tis a lucky Devil to lizht upon fo kind a 
Wench. 

Fred. Thou had'it a great dcal of Talk with thy 
litt'e f3ypſ-, could'ſt thou do no good upon her? for 
mine was hard-hearted. 

Will. Hang her, the was ſome damn'd honeſt Perſon 
of Qualitv I'm ſure, ſhe was ſo very free and witty, 
If her Face be but anſwerable to her Wit ard FE. uTour, 
I wou'd be bourd to Conſtancy this Montt o -ain her 
in the mean Time, have you made no kind 
Acq uaintance ſince vou came to Town? vou do 


. mot uſe to be honetl ſo long, Gentlemen. 


Fred. Faith, Love has kept us honeit, ve have been 
all fir'd with a Peauty newly come to Town, tte fa- 
mous Faduana Angellica Bianca. 

Will. What, the Miſtreſs of the dead Spanijh Ce- 
neral ? | 

Bely, Yes, ſhe's now the only ador'd Beauty of on 

- the 
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the Youth in Naples, who put on all their Charms 

to appear lovely in her Sight; their Coaches, Liveries, 

and themſelves, all gay, ason a Monarch's Birth-day, 

to attra&t the Eyes of this fair Charmer, while ſhe has 

the Pleaſure to behold all languiſh for her that ſee her. 
Fred. Tis pretty to ſee with how much Love the 

Men rezard her, and how much Envy the Women. 
Will. What Gallant has ſhe ? 


Belv. None, ſhe's expos'd to Sale, and four Days in 


the Week ſhe's voursĩã;ͥ for ſo much a Month. 
Will. The very Thought of it quenches all manner 
of Fire in we yet, prithee let's fee her. 


Belv. Let's firſt to Dinner, and after that we'll paſs 


the Day as vou pleaſe but at Night you mutt 
be all at mv Devotion. 


Will. Iwill not fail you. (Exeunt. 


* 


11 


A T H. -SCENEL 
SCENE. The Long Street. 


Enter Belvile and Frederick in Maſquing Habits, and 


Willmore in kis own Cloaths, with a Vizard in his 
Hand. 


Will. U T why thus diſcuis'd and muzzel'd ? 
Belv. Becauſe whatever Extravagances 


we commit n theſe Faces, our own may 
not be oblig'd to anſwer em. 


Will, I ſhou'd have chang'd my eternal Buff too; 


but no matter, my little 65 wou'd not have found 


me out then; for if ſhe ſnou d chanve hers, it is im poſ- 


- 


3 


fible I ſhould know her, unle:s I ſhould hear her prattle * 


A Pox on't, I cannot get her out of my Head: 
Pray Heaven, if ever I do ſee her again, ſhe prove 
damnable ugly, that I may fortify my ſelf againſt her 
Ton-ue. | 
Belu. Have a care of Love; for o'my Conſcience 
ſhe was not of a Quality to tzive thee any Hopes. 


Will, 
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Will. Pox on em, why do they draw a Man in then? 
She has plaid with my Heart fo, that "twill never lie 
Aill, till I have met with ſome kind Wench that 
will play the Game out with me————Oh for my 
Arms full of ſoft, white, kind———W oman ! ſuch 
as I fancy Angellica. 

Belv. This is her Houſe, if you were but in ſtock 
to get Admittance; they have not din'd yet; I perceive 
the Picture is not out. 

Enter Blunt. 

Will. I long to ſee the Shadow of the fair Subſtance ; - 
a Man may gaze on that for nothing. 

Blunt. Colonel, thy Hand and thine Fred, 
I have been an Aſs. a deluded Fool, a very Coxcomb 
from my Birth till this Hour, and heartily repent 
my little Faith. 

Belv. What a Devil's the matter with thee, Ned ? 

Blunt. Oh fuch a Mittreis, Fred. ſuch a Girl! 

Will. Ha! where? 

Fred. Av, where? 

Blunt. So fond, fo amorous, ſo toving and ſo fine! 
and all for theer Love, ye Rozue ! O how ſhe look'd 
and kiſs d! and ſfooth'd my Heart from my Boſom 
I cannot think I was awake, and vet, methinks I fee. 
and feel her Charms ſtill——— Fred. Try if 
” ſhe have not left the Taſte of her balmy Kiſſes upon my 
Lips | [ Kiſſes him. 

Helv. Ha! ha ! ha! 

Vill. Death, Man! where i is ſhe ? 

Blunt, What a Dog was I to ſtay in dull Fng- 
land ſo long how have I lau-h'd at the Colonel 
when he ſigh'd for Love! but now ihe little Archer Has 
_ revenz'd him! and by this one Dart, I can gueſs at II 
dis Joys, which then 1 took for F ancies, meer Drear 8 
and Fables. Well, I'm reſolv'd to fell all in 
Eſſex, and plant here for ever. 

Belo. What a Blefling 'tis, thou haſt a Miſtreſs thou 
dar'it boaſt of; for I know thy Humour is, rather to 
have a proclaim'd Clap. than a ſecret Amour. | 

Will. Doſt know her Name ? 

Blunt, Her Name ? No, Sheartlikins, what ny 
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for Names. She's fair! younz! brisk and 
kind, even to Raviſhment ! and what a Pox care I for 
knowing her by any other Title. 

Will. Did'ſt give her any thing? 

Blunt. Give her! 
Perſon of Quality ;-— — that's a good one; give her! 
*Sheartlikins, doſt think ſuch Creatures are to be 
bought? Or, are we provided for ſuch a Purchaſe ? 
give her, quoth ve! why, ſhe preſented me with this 
Bracelet, for the Toy of a Diamond I us'd to wear: 
No, Gentlemen, Ned Blunt is not every Body 
She expects me again to Nicht. 

Will. Ezad, that's well, we'll all go. 

Blunt. Not a Soul: No, Gentlemen, vou are Wits : 
I am a dull Country Rozue, I. 

Fred. Well, Sir, for all vour Perſon of Quality, I 
ſhall be very glad to underſtand vour Purſe be fe. res 


*tis our whole Eſtate at preſent, which we are loth to > + 


hazard in one Bottom; come. Sir, unlade. 

Blunt. Take the neceſſarv Trifle, uſcleſs now to me, 
that am belov'd by ſuch a Gentlewoman 'Sheart- 
likins, Money ! here take mine too. 


Fred. No, kecp that to be couzen'd, that we may 
laugh. 


Will. Couzen'd ! 
with one that wou'd couzen nic of all the Love I cou'd * 
ſpare to Nizht. 

Fred. Pox, tis ſome common W hore. upon my Lite. 

Blunt. A Whore! ves, with ſuch Ciouthe! 


ſuch Jewcls! ſuch a Houſe! ſuch Furniture, and 
fo attended! a Whore! 


Belv. Why yes, Sir, they are Whores, tho” they'll 


neither entertain you with Drinkinz, Swearinz, or | 


Pawdy ; are Whores in all thofe gay Cloaths. and rich * 
Jewels ; are Whores with thoſe great Houies richly 
furnith'd with Velvet Eeds, ſtore of Plate, handſome 


Attendance, and fine Co: aches ; ; are Whores and Errant 


nes... 
Will. Pox on't, where do theſe fine Whores I've? 
Felv. Where no Rogues in Office, y clip'd Conltabies, 
dare 


Ha ! ha ! ha! whe ſhe's 4 


Death ! wou'd I cou'd mcet 


| 


[ 


re 
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dire rive em Laws, nor the Wine inſpir'd Bullies of 
the Town break their Windows; yet they are Whores, 
tho” this EHM x- Calf believes em Perſons of Quality. 

Blunt. *Sheartlikins, ve're all Fools, there are Things 
about this FHex-Calf, that ſhall take with the Ladies 
bevond all your Wit and Parts this Shape and Size, 
Centlemen. are not to be defpis'd my Waiſt too, 
tolerably long, with other inviting Signs, that ſhall 
be nameleſs. | 

Will. Ezad., I believe he may have met with ſome 
Perſon of Quality that may be kind to him. 

Belv. Doit thou perceive any ſuch tempting Thin-s 
about him. that ſhou'd make a tire Woman, and of 
Quality, pick him out from all Mankind, to throw 
away her Youth and Beauty upon, nay, and her dear 
Heart too! no, no, Angelica hus rais'd the Price 

*too hich. . | 

Will. May ſhe lanzuiſh for Mankind till ſhe die, 

and be daran'd for that one Sin along. 


Euter two Bravo's, and hang up a great Picture of 
Anzelica's 1gainſt the Balcury, ard two /itile uncs 
at eac/: Side of tee Door. 


Helv. Ses there the fair Sign to thelnn, where a Man 
"may lodze that's Fool enourh to give her Price. 

[ Will. gazes on the Picture. 

Fluit. 'Sheartlikins, Centlemen., what's this. 

Belv. A Fimous Courtizan, that's to be ſold. 

Hlunt. How | to be fold! nav, then I have nothing 
to ſay to her Sold! what Impudence is prictic'd 
m this Country ? with what Order and jDecency 
Wnorinz's eſtabliſh'd here bv Virtue of the Inuitition 
come let's be gone, I am ſure we're no Chap- 
men for this Commodity. 

Fred. Thou art none, I'm ſure, unleſs thou could'ſt 
have her in thy Bed at the Price of a Coach in the 
Street. | 

Will. How wondrous fair ſhe is -a Thouſand Crowns 
a Month by Heaven! as many Kingdoms were 
too little; a Plague of this Poverty —9f which I 
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ne'er complain, but when it hinders my Approach to 
Beauty, which Virtue ne'er cou'd purchaſe. 
| Tarns from the Picture. 
Blunt. What's this? [ Kecads. | A Thouf- 
and Crowns a Month ! 

'Sheartlikins, here's a Sum! Sure 'tis a Miſtake. 
Hark you, Friend, does ſhe take or give ſo much 
by the Month ? 

Fred. A Thouſand Crowns | wh, 'tis a Portion for 
the I»f1nta. 

Elunt. Hark ye, Friends, won't ſhe truſt ? 

HFravo. This is a Trade, Sir, that cannot live by 
Credit. 

Euter Don Pedro ia Ma/quirade, followed 35 

Stephano. 

Bev. See, here's more Company, let's walk cif a 
while. | F.xit Englith. Pedro reads. 

Enter Angellica and Moretta in the Balcory, and 

.draw a Silk Curtain, 

Ped. Fetch mea thouſand Crowns, I never wiſh'd to 
buy this Beauty at an eificr Rate. i Paſſes off, 

Ang. Prithee, what faid thoſe Fellows to thee. 

Brav. Madam, the firit were Admirers of Peauty | 
only, but no Purchaſers. they were merry with your 
Price and Picture, laugh'd at the Sum, and fo paſs d 
off. 

Ang. No matter. I'm not diſpleas'd with their Ral- 
Iying ; their Wonder feeds my Vanity, and he that 
wiſhes but to buy, gives me more Pride, than he that 
gives my Price can make my Pleaſure. 

Brav, Madam, the laſt I knew through all his Diſ- 
guiſes to be Don Pedro, Nephew to the General, and 
who was with him in Pamputona * 

Ang. Don Pedro! my old Gallant's Nephew ; when 
his Uncle dy'd, he left him a vaſt Sum of Money; it 
is he who was ſo in love with we at Padua, and who 
us'd to make the General ſo jealous. 

Moret. Is this he that us'd to prance before our Win- 
dow, and took fuch Care to ſhew himſelf an amorous 
Afs? It Iam not miſtaken, he's the likelieſt Man to 

give your Price. Ang. 
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Ang. The Man is brave and generous, but of an 
Humour ſo uneaſie and inconſtant, that the Victory 
over his Heurt is as ſoon loſt as won, a Slave that can 
add little to the Triumph of the Conqueror; but In- 
conſtancy's the Sin of all Mankind, therefore I'm re- 
folv'd that nothing but Gold ſhall charm my Heart. 

Moret. I'm glad on't; tis only Intereſt that Wo- 
men of our Profeſſion ought to conſider; though I 
wonder what has kept you from that general Diſeaſe 
of our Sex ſo long, I mean that of being in Love. 

Arg, A kind, but ſullen Star, under which I had 
the Hap pincis to be born; yet I have had no Time for 
Love; the braveſt and noble of Mankind have pur- 
chaſs'd my Favours at ſo dear a Rate, as if no Coin but 
Cold were current with our Trade Eut here's Don 
Pedro again, fetch me my Lute for "tis for him, 
or Don Antonio, the Vice-Roy's Son, that I have 
ſpread my Nets. 

Enter at one Door Don Pedro, aud Stephane ; Don An- 
tonio ad Diego at the other Dvor, with People fol. 
lowing him in M. aue rade, antickly attir d, ſome Witl; 
Muſick ; they both go up to the Picture. 

Ant. A Thouſand Crowns! had not the Painter 
flatter'd her, I ſhou'd not think it dear. 

Pedyo, Flitter'd her! by Heav'n he cannot, I have 
ſeen the Original, nor is there «ne Charm here more 
than adorns her Face and Eves; all this foft and ſweet, 
with a certain languiſhing Air, that no Artiſt can ro- 
preſent. 

Aut. What I heard of her Fcauty before had fir'd 
my Soul, but this Confir mat ion ct it has blown it to @ 
Flame. 

Pedro. Ha 

Page. Sir, I have known you throw away a Thouſand 
Crowns on a worſe Face, and tho' vou're near your 
Marriage, you may venture a little Love here; Florin- 
da will not miſs it. 

Pedro. Ha! Florinda /! ſurc tis Antonio. | Aſide. 

Ant. Floriada | name not thoſe diitant Jo vs. there's 
nat one Thought of her will check my Paſſion here. 

. Pedre 
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Pedro. Florinda ſcorn'd! and all my [A noi/e of 4 
Lute above.] Hopes defeated of the Poſſeſſion of An. 
gelica. | [Ant. gazes up.] 
Her Injuries, by Heav'n, he ſhall not boaſt of. | Song 
to a Lute above. 


Ss QO NG. 


Men Damon fir ft began to love 
He languiſh'd in a joft Deſire, 
And knew not how the Gods to move 
T leſſen or increaſe his Fire : 
For Czlia, in her charming Eyes, 
Pore all Love's Sweets, and all his Cruelties. 
IE. 
But as beneath a Shade he lay, 
Weaving of Flowers for Cælia's Hair, 
She chanc'd to lead her Flock that Way, 
And ſaw the am' vous Shepherd there. 
She gaz'd around ufon the Places 
And ſaw the Grove (reſembling Night) 
To all the Joys of Love invite, 
Whilſt guilty Smiles and Bluſhes dreft her Face. 
At this the bajhful Youth all Tranſport grew, 
And with kind Force he taught the Virgin how 
To yield what all his Sighs cou'd never do, 


Ant. Ey Hearn, She's charming Fair——— 
[Au ellica throws open tne Curtains, and bows 


to Antonio, wo pulls off tis Vizurd and bows, 


and Hos up Kiſſes, Pedro wijecn, looks in's 
Ace, 

Pero. Tis he, the falſe Antonio. 

Ant, Friend, where muſt I pay my Offering of 
Love ? [ Vo the Bravo. 
My Thouſand Crowns I mean. 

Pedro, Th.t Offering I have deſign'd to make, 

And vours will come too late. 

Aut. Prithee be zone, I ſhall grow angry eiſe, 

And then thou art not ſafe, 


Pedro, My Anger may be fatal, Sir, as yours, 


And 


| 
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this dear Beauty 
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And he that enters here may prove this Truth. 
Ant. I know not who thou art, but I'm ſure thou'rt 
worth my killing, for aiming at Angellica. 
 [ They draw and fight, 
Enter Willmore and Blunt, who draw and part em, 
Blunt. *Sheartlikins, here's fine Doings ! | 
Will. Tilting for the Wench I'm ſure nay gad, 
if that wou'd win her, I have as good a Sword as 
the beſt of ye. Put up put up, and take a- 
not her Time and Place, for this is deſign'd for Lovers 
only. Phey all put up. 
Pedro. Weare prevented; dare you: Lat me to Mor- 
row on the Molo? 
For I've a Title to a better Quarrel, 
That of Florinda, in whoſe credulous Heart 
Thou'ſt made an Int'reſt, and deitroy'd my Hopes. 
Ant. Dare 
I'll meet thee there as early as the Day. 
Pedro. We will come thus diſguis'd, that whoſoe- 
ver chance to get the better, he ſhall eſcape unknown. 
Ant, It ſhall be ſo. (Ex. Pedro and Stephano.} 
Who ſhou'd this Rival be? unleſs the Enzliſh Colonel, 
of whom Ive often heard Dun Pedro ſpeak ; it muſt be 
he, and Time he were remov'd, Who lays a Claim to 
all my Happinefs. [Wilimore having gax d all 
this while at the Picture, pulls down a little une. 
Will. This Poſture's looſe and negligent, 
The Sight on't wou'd bezet a warm Deſire 
In Souls whom Impotence and Age had chill'd. 
This muit along with me, 
Brau. What means this Rudeneſs Sir ?—reſtore the 
Picture 
Ant. Ha! Rudneſs committed to the fair Angellica. 
Rettore the Picture, Sir. 
Will. Indeed I will not, Sir. 
Ant. Be Heav'n, but you ſhall. 
Will. Nav, do not ſnew your Sword, if you do, by 
I will ſhew mine too. 


Ant. What Riecht can vou pretend to't ? 
Will, That of Poſſe ſſion, which I will maintain 
you 
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you, perhaps, have a thouſand Crowns to give for the 
iginal. 
Ant, No matter, Sir, you ſhall reſtore the Picture. 
Ang. Oh, Moretta ! ! what's the matter? 
[ Angellica and Moretta above. 
Ant. Or leave your Life behind. 
Will, Death ! you lie I will do neither. 
Ang. Hold, I command you, if for me you fight. 
[ They fight, the Spaniards joyn with Ant. Blunt 
laying on like mad, They leave off and bow. 
Will. How Heavenly fair the is ! ah Plague 
of her Price. 
Ang. You, Sir, in Buff, you that appear a Soldier, 
that firſt began this Inſolence 
Will. Tis true, I did fo, if you call it Infolence for 
a Man to preſerve himſelf; I ſaw your charming 
Picture, and was wounded 3 quite through my Soul 
each pointed Beauty ran; and wanting a thouſand 
Crowns to procure my Remedy 1 laid this 
little Picture to my Bofom 
not allow me, I'll reſign. 
Ang. No. you may keep the Trifle. 
Ant. You ſhall firſt ask me leave, and this. 


[Fight again as before. | 


Enter Belvile and Frederick, whe joyn with the Engliſh. 
Ang, Hold! will you ruin me !- Bis key 
Schaftian —-part em ( The Spaniards are baten off. 
Moret. Oh Madam, we're undone, a Pox upon that 
rude Fellow, he's ſet on to ruin us; we ſhall never 
ſee good Davs till all theſe fighting poor Rogues are 
ſent to the Gallies. 
Enter Belvile, Blunt, Fred. and Willmore with his 
Shirt bloody. 
Blunt. *Shearlikins, beat me at this Sport, and I'll 
ne'er wear Sword more. 
Belyv. The Devil's in thee for a mad Fellow, thou 
art alwavs at an unlukv Adventure 


be gone whilſt we are ſafe, and remember theſe are 

Speniards, a Sort of People that know how to revenge 

an Afﬀront, (To Will. 
Fred.” 


which if you can- 


Come. lets 


\ 
' 


* 


here. ͥ . Damn theſe gay Harlots 
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Fred. You bleed; I hope you are not wounded. 

Will. Not much: A Plague on yeur Dos, 
if they fight no better, they'll never recover Flanders. 
What the Devil was't to them that I took 
down the Picture? | 

Blunt, Took it | *Sheartlikins, we'll have the great 


one too; tis ours by Conquett———— prithee, help 


me up, and I'll pull it down 
Ang. Stay, Sir, and e'er you affront me farther. let 
me know how vou durit commit this Outrage 
To you I ſpeak, Sir, for you appear a Gentleman. 
Will, Yo me, Madam—— Gentlemen vour Servant. 
[ Belvile ſtays aim. 
Bel. Is the Devil in thee? do'ſt know the Danger 


of entring the Houſe of an incens'd Cour tix an? 


* 


Will. I thank you for your Care but there are 
other Matters in Hand, there are, tho' we have no 
great Temptation Death! let me go. 

Fred. Ves, to your Lodging if you will, but not in 
iere, — by this 
Hand, I'll have as ſound and handſome a Whore for a 
Patacoon. Death, Man! ſhe'll murder thee, 

Will. Oh! fear me not, ſhall I not venture where 
a Beauty calls? a lovely charming Beauty ! for fear of 


h. Danger! when, by Heaven there's none ſo great, as to 


* and ſooner itab thee than do either 


long for her, whilſt I want Money to purchaſe her. 

Fred. Therefore 'tis Loſs of Time, unleſs you had 
the thouſand Crowns to pay. | 

Vill. It may be the will give a Favour, at leaſt I 
ſhall have the Pleaſure of ſaluting her when I enter, 
and when I depart. 

Belv. Pox, ſhe'll as ſoon lie with thee, as kiſs thee, 
you ſhall not go. 
1 Ang. Fear not, Sir, all I have to wound with is my 

yes. 
Blunt. Let him go, Shearlikins, I believe the Gen- 
tlewoman means well. 

Belv. Well, take thy Fortune, we'll expect you in 
the next Street farewell Fool —farewel 

Will, Buy, Colonel 


[Goes in. 


Fired. 
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Fred. The Rorue's ſtark made for a Wench. | Exeunt. 
SCENE, A fine Chamber. 


Enter Willmore, Angellica and Moretta. 

Ang. Inſolent, Sir, how durſt you pull down my 
Picture? . 

Will. Rather, how durſt you ſet it up, to tempt 
poor am'rous Mortals with ſo much Excellence ? 
which Iyfind vou have but too well conſulted by the 
unmerciful Price vou ſet upon't, Is all this 


Heaven of Beauty ſhewn to move Deſpair in thoſe that 


cannot buy? and can vou think the Effects of that 
Deſpair ſhould be leſs extravagant than I have ſhewn ? 
Ang, I ſent for vou to ask my Pardon, Sir, not to 
aggravate your Crime I thought I thould have 
feen you at my Feet imploring it. 
Wil!. You are decciv'd, I came to rail at vou, and 


rail ſuch Truths too as ſhall let you ſee the Vanity off 


that Pride, which taught you how to ſet ſuch a Price 
on Sin. 

For ſuch it is, whilſt that which is Love's due 

Is meinly barter'd for. 

Ang. Ha! ha! ha! alas, good Captain, what Pity 
"tis your edifving Doctrine will do no 705d upon me 
Moretta, fetch the Gentleman a Glaſs, and let him 
ſurvey himſelf, to fee what Charms he has and 
gueſs my Buſineſs. [Aide in a /oft Tone. 

Moret. He knows himſelf of old, I believe thoſe 
Breeches and he have been acquainted ever ſince he 
was beaten at Worceſt.r. | 

Ang. Nay, do not abuſe the poor Creature 

Moret. Good Weather-beaten Corporal, will vou 
march off? we have no necd of your Doctrine, tho' 
vou have of our Charity, but at preſent we hive no 
Scraps, we can afford no Kindneſs for God's ſake : 
In ne, Sirrah, the Price too high i'th' Mouth for 
yau, therefore troop, I ſay. | 

Will. Here, good Fore-Woman of the Shop, ſerve 
me, and I'll be gone. 


Moret. 


* 
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Meret. Keep it to pay your Landreſs, your Linnen 
! ſtinks of the (zun-Ruor; for here's no ſellin- byRetale. 

Will. Thou hait fold plenty of thy tale Ware at a 
che: p Rate. 

Moret. Ay, the more filly kind Heart I. but this is 
an Age wherein Beauty is at hizher Kates. In 
tine, you know the Price ot this. 

Will. I zrant vou, 'tis here 
ſand Crowns a Month prav how much may come 
to my thare tor a Piſtole Bawd, take vour Black 
Lead and tum it up, that I may have na Piltolic's-worth 
of this vain gav lhing, and l' trouble vou no more. 

Moret. Pox on him, he'll fret we to Death. 
Abom inable Fellow, I tcll thce, we only ſell b, the 
whole Picce. 

Will. Tis very hard, the whole Carvo or not hin 

Faith, Madam, my Stock will not reach it, I can. at 
» be your Chapman, Vet I have Countrywen in Town, 
1 | Merchants of Love, like me, I'll fee if they'll put in 
f for a Share, we cannot loſe much by it, and what we 
e have no Uſe for, we'll tell upon the Friday's Mart, at 
| Who gives more? Il am fudyine. Madam, how to 
purchaſe you, tho' at preſent Im unprovided of 
Money. 

Ang. Sure this from any other Man would anger 
me nor ſhall he know the Conqueit he haus 
made —— Poor Angry Man, how I deſpiſe this Railing. 

Will. Ves, I am poor, but I'm a Gentleman, 
And one that ſcorns this Baſeneſs which you practiſe; 
Poor as I am, I would not tell mv ſelf, 

No not to gain our charming hie b-pric'd Perſon 5 

Thoush ladmire vou firaucely for your * 

Yet 1 contemn vour Mind. 


_ y 


ſet down a I hou- 
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3 And vet I would at any Rate enjov vou, 
* At your own Rite but cannot Sec here, 
9 The only Sum I can command on Earth, 

I know not where to cat when this is gone; 
r Yet, ſuch a Slave I am to Love and Benutv, 


This la 1 Reſerve I'll ſacrifice to enjoy) vou. 
e —Nay, do not frown, I know you're to be brought, 
And 
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And would be brought by me, by me, 

For « mean trifling Sum if I could pay it down, 

Which bab py Knowledge I will ſtill repeat, 

And lav it to my Heart; it has a Virtue in't, 

And ſoon will cure thoſeWounds your Eyes have made. 

And et--there's ſomething ſo divinely powerful there | 

Na, Iwill gaze to let you ſee my Strength. | 
[ Holds her, looks on her, pauſes and fighs. 

hg Heaven, bright Creature I would not 

for the World th; Fame were half ſo fair as thy Face. 

[Turns her away from him. 

Ang. His Words go thro? me to the very Soul.| Aſide. 
It voa have nothing elſe to ſav to me — 

Wil'. Yes, ou ſhall hear how infamous vou are — 
For which I do not hate the 
But that ſecures my- Heart, and all the Flames it feels 
Are but ſo many Lu - 
I know it by their ſudden bold Intru ſion. 4 
The Fire's im patient and betrays, tis falſe 
Had it been the purer Flame of Love, 

I ſhould have pin'd and languiſn'd at your Feet, 
E' er found the Impudence to have diſcover'd it. | 
I no» dare ſtand „our Scorn, and your Denial. 

Moret. Sure ſhe's bewitcht that the can ſtand thus 
tamely and hear his ſawcy Railing Sirrah, will 
you be zone ? | 

Ang. How dare vou take this Liberty? — withdraw. 

{ To Moretta. 
pray tell me, Sir, are not you guilty of the ſa 
mercenary Crime. 

When a Lady is propos'd to you for a Wife, you 
ver ask how fair ——diſcreet ———or virtuous ſhe is, 
but what's her Fortune—— which, if but ſmall, you 
cry She will not do my Buſineſs ——and baſely * 
leave her, though ſhe languiſh for you Say, Is not 
this as Poor?! 4 | 

Will. It is a barbarous Cuſtom, which I will ſcorn 
to defend in our Sex, and do def" pile in yours. a 

Ang. Thou'rt a brave Fellow Put up thy Gold, 
and know, 

That 
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That were thy Fortune large as is thy Soul, 
Thou ſhouldſt not buy my Love. 
Couldit thou forget thoſe mean Effects of Vanity 
Which ſet me out to Sale, and, as a Lover, prize mv 
(yielding Joys ? 
Canſt thou believe they'll be entirely thine, 
Without conſidering they were mercenary ? 
. Will. I cannot tell, I muſt bethink me firſt — 
ha !—— Death, I'm going to believe her. [ Afide. 
Ang. Prithee confirm that Faith or it thou 
canſt not  — flatter me a little, *twill pleaſe me 
from thy Mouth. 
Will. Curſe en thy charming Tongue! doſt thou 
(return 
My feizn'd Contempt with ſo much Subtilty ? | Aſide. 
Thou'ſt found the enſieſt Way into my Heart, 


| Tho'I vet know, that all thou ſay'ſt is falſe. 


| 


| 


us, 
ill 


[ Turning from her in Rage. 
Ang. By all that's good, tis real 
T never lov'd before, tho? oft a Millreſs. 
Shall my firſt Vows be lighted ? | 
ill. What can ſhe mean? f Aſide. 
Ang. I find you cannot credit me | I a 214 . 
ill. I know you take me for an crrant fs, 


An Afs that may be ſooth'd into Belic!, 


And then be us'd at pleaſure : 
But, Madam, I have been ſo often cheats 


ta, Ey perjur'd ſoft deludinz Hypocrites, 


2 
ou 
þ 


ely 


not 


rn 


1, 
hat 


That I've no Faith left for the couzening Sex: 
Eſpecially for Women of your Trade. 

Ang. The low Eſteem you have of me, perhaps 
May bring my Heart again : 


For I have Pride that yet f urmounts my Love. 


[ She turns with Pride He holds lier. 
Will. Throw off this Pride, this Enemy to Bliſs, 
And ſhew the Pow'r of Love, tis with thoſe Arms, 
I can be only vanquiſh'd, made a Slave. 
Azz. Is all my mighty Expectation vaniſh'd? 
No, I will not hear thee talk——thou haſt a 
Charm. 
N In 
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every Word that draws my Heart away. 

And all the thouſand Trophies I defign'd 

Thou haſt undone———— Why art thou ſoft ? 
Thy Looks are bravely rough, and meant for War. 
Cou' dn thou not Storm on ſtill ? 

I then perhaps had been as free as thou. 

Will, Death! how ſhe throws her Fire about my 
Soul ! [ Aſide. 
— Take heed, fair Creature, how you raiſe my Hopes, 
Which once aſſum'd, pretends toall Dominion. 

There's not a Joy thou haſt in ftore 

I ſhall not then command. 

For which I'll pay thee back my Soul! my Life! 
Come, let's begin th Account this happy Minute! 
Ang. And will you pay me then the Price I ask? 
Will. Oh, why doſt thou draw me from an awful 


In 


Py ſhewing thou art no Divinity. | 
Conceal the Fiend, and ſhew me all the Angel! | 
Keep me but ignorant, and I'Il be devout, | 
And pay my Vows for ever at this Shrine. 

[ Kneels, and kiſſes her Head. | 

Ang. The Pay, I mean, is but thy Love for mine. 
Can you give that ? 

Will. Intirely come, let's withdraw where I'll 
renew my Vows ———— and breath 'em with ſuch iy 
Ardour thou ſhalt not doubt my Zeal. ö 

Ang. Thou haſt a Pow'r too ſtrong to be reſiſted. 

Ex. Willmore and Angellica. 

Meret. Now my Curſe go with you is all our 
ProjeR fallen to this? to love the only Enemy to our 
Trade? nay. to love ſucha Shameroone, a very Bezyar, 
nay, a a Pyrate Begear, whoſe Bu ſineſs is to rifle, and 
be gone, a no Purchaſe no Pav Taterdemailon, an Eng 
liſh Piccaroon. 
A Rogue that fights for daily Drink, and takes a Pride 
in being loyally louſy Oh, I cou'd Curſe now, 
if I durſt This is the Fate of moſt Whores. 

Trophies, which from believing Fops we win. 

Are * to thoſe o couren us again, 


ACT 


(Worſhip, | 


* 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 


SCENE. A Street. 


Enter Florinda, Valeria, and Hellena, in antick different 
Dreſſes from that they were in before. Callis attending, 


Flor. I Wonder what ſhou'd make my Brother in ſo ill 
a Humour ? I hope he has not found out our 
Ramble this Morning. 

Hell. No, if he had, we ſhou'd have heard on't at 
both Ears, and have been mew'd up this Afternoon 
which I wou'd not for the World ſhou'd have hapned 
a— — Hey ho, I'm as fad as a Lover's Lute. 

Val. Well, methiaks we have learnt this Trade of 
Gypfies as readily as if we had been bred upon the Road 
to Loretta; and yet I did fo fumble, when I told the 
Stranger his Fortune, that I was afraid I ſhould have 
told my own and yours bv Miſtake but, met h inks 
Hellena has been very ſerious ever ſince. | 

Flor. I wou'd vive my Garters the were in love. to 


de revenz*d upon her, for abuſing me how is't, Hellena. 


Hell, Ha! wou'd I had never ſeen my mad Mon- 
fieur———and yet for all vour laughing, I am not in 
love and yet this ſmall Acquaintance, o'my Con- 
ſcience, will never out of my Head. 

Val. Ha! ha! ha! -I laugh to think how thou 
art fitted with a Lover, a Fellow I warrant loves every 
new Face he ſees. 

Hell. Hum he has not kept his Word with me 
here and may be taken up———that Thought is 
not very pleaſant to me what a Deuce ſhou'd 
this be now, that 1 feel? 

Val. What is't like ? | 

Hell. Nay, the Lord knows but if I ſhou'd be 


| Hang'd, I cannot chooſe but be angry and afraid, when 


I think, that mad Fellow ſhou'd be in love with any 
Body but me what to think of my ſelf, I know 


; D 2 not 
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not wou'd I cou'd meet with ſome true damn'd 
Gypſie, that I mizht know my Fortune. 

Val. Know it! why there's nothing fo caſic, thou 
wilt love this wandring Inconſtant, till thou find'tt 
thy ſelf hang'd about his Neck, and then be as mad to 
get free again. | 


Flor. Yes, Valeria, we ſhall ſee her beſtride his Bag- | 


gage Horſe, and follow him to the Campingn. 
ell. So, ſo, now vou are provided for, there's no 
Care taken of poor me but ſince vou have ſet my 
Heurt a wiſhing I am reſolv'd to know for what, 
I will not die of the Pip, fo I will not. 
Flor. Art thou mad to talk ſo? who will like thee 


well enough to have thce, that heirs what a mad Wench | 


thou art ? 


He!l. Like me! I don't intend every he that likes | 
me {hail have me, but he that I like; I ſhou'd have 


| 


ſaid in the Nunnery fli1L, if I had lik'd my Lady A3vefs | 


as well as ſhe lik'd me — no, I came not thence 


' 


(as my wiſe Prother imagines) to take an eternal Fare- | 


wel of the World, but to love, and to be belov'd, and 
[ will be belov'd, or I'11 get one of your Men, ſol will 
Val. Am I put into the Number of Lovers? 


Hell. You! why Couz, I know thou'rt too good 
natur'd to leave us in any Deſizn; thou wou'd venture 


a Caſt, tho' thou com'ſt off a loſer, eſpecially with 
ſuch a Gameſter. 
your willing Ear incline that Way; and if you are 
not a Lover, tis an Art ſoon learnt—that I find. | Sigh. 

Flor. I wonder how you learnt to love ſo ea ſi- 
lv, I had a thouſand Charms to meet my Eyes and 
Ears e're I could yield, 'twas the Knowledge of Bel- 


I obſerv'd your Man, and 


vile's Merit, not the ſurpriſing Perſon, took my Soul, 


Hell. Hang your conſidering Lover; I ncver thouzht 
tevond the Fancy, that it was a very pretty, idle, filly 
kind of Pleaſure to paſs on Time with, to write little 
ſoft nonſenſical Billets, and with great Difficulty and 
Danger receive Anſwers; in which I ſhall have my 
Beauty prais'd, my Wit admir'd, (tho' little or _—_ 


thou art too raſh, to give a Heart at firſt Sight. 


- 
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and have the Vanity and Power to know I am deſirable : 
Then I have the more Inclination that way, becauſe 
lam to be a Nun, and ſo I ſhall not be fuſpected to have 
any ſuch Earthly Thoughts about me but when 
E walk thus ——and figh thus ——they'll think my 
Mind's upon my Monaſtery, and cry how happy tis 
ſhe's ſo reſolv'd. 
But not a Word of a Man. 
Flor. What a mad Creature's this? 
Hell. I'll warrant, if my Brother hears either of 
you ſigh, he cries (gravely)— I fear you have 
the Indiſcretion to be in love; but take heed of the 
| Honour of our Houſe, and your own unſpotted Fame, 
and ſo he Conjures on till he has laid the ſoft winged 
God in your Hearts, or broke the Bird's Neſt but 
| ſee here comes your Lover; but where's my Incon- 


ſtant? let's ſtep aſide, and we may learn ſomething. 


[ Co aſide. 
Enter Belvile, Frederick and Blunt. 


Belv. What means this? the Pictures are taken in. 
Blunt. It may be the Wench is good natur'd, and 
will be kind gratis : Your Friend's a proper handſome 
Fellow. | 
Belv. I rather think ſhe has cut his Throat and is 
led: Iam mad he ſhould throw himſelf into Dangers 
Pox on't., I ſhall want him too at Night 
let's knock and ask for him. | 
Hell. My Heart goes a pit-a-pat, for fear *tis my 
Man they talk of. [ Knock, Moretta above. 
Moret. What would you have? 
Bely. Tell the Stranger that enter'd here about two 
Hours ago, that his Friends ſtay here for him. 
Moret. A Curſe upon him for Moretta, wou'd he 
were at the Devil but he's coming to you 
Enter Willmore. 
Hell. I. I, 'tis he! Oh how this vexes me. 
Belv. And how and how. dear Lad, has Fortune 
fmil'd ! are we to break her Windows ! or raiſe vp Al- 
tars to her, hah !. | 
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Mill. Does not my Fortune ' fit triumphant on my 
Brow ! doit not ſee the little wanton God there all gay 
and fmiling. Have I not an Air about my Face and 
Eyes, that diſtinzuiſhes me from the Crowd of common 
Lovers ! By Heaven, Cupid*s Quiver has not halt fo ma- 
av Darts as her Eyes! Oh ſuch a Bona Kobna ! 
to fleep in her Arms is lying in Freſco, all perfum'd 
Air about me. 

Hell. Here's fine Encouragement for me to fool on. 

[ Aſide. 

Nil. Hark ye, where didſt thou purchaſe that rich 
Canary we drank to Day? tell me, that F may adore 
the Spigot and ſacrifice to the Butt! the Juice was di- 
vine! into which I muit dip my Roſary, and then 
bleſs all things that I would have bold or fortunate. 


Belv. Well, Sir, let's go take a Bottle, and hear the 
Story of vour Succeſs. 


Fred. Would not French Wine do better? 

Fill. Damn the hungry „Balderäkeſh. cnearful Sack 
has a generous Virtue in t, inſpiring a ſucceſstul 
Confidence, gives Eloquence to the Tonzue, and Vi- 


| 
| 
| 
| 
' 


' 


| 


guur to the Soul! and has in a few Hours compleated 


all my Hopes and Withes ! There's nothin 7 left to raiſe 

a new Deſire in me——come letꝰs be gav and wanton 

and Gentlemen, ſtudy, ſtudy what you want, 

tor here are Friends that will ſupply, Gentlemen, 

hark! what a charming Sound they make 

tis the He and the She C old: whilſt here, and thall be- 
Zet new Pleaſurcs every Moment. 


Blunt. Rut hark ve, Sir, you are not married arc vou. 


Will. All the Honey of Matrimony, but none of the 
Stinz Friend. 

Blunt. *Sheartlikins, thou'rt a fortunate Rogue : 

it. I am ſo, Sir. let theſe inform vou ha 
how ſweetly they Chime !—— Pox of Povcrtr, 
it makes a Man a Slave, makes Wit and Honour ſneak, 
my Soul grew lean and ruity for want of Credit. 

Blunt. *Sheartlikins, this I like well, it locks. like 
my lucky Bargain! Oh how I long for the Approach 


| 


Þ 


1 
4 
» 


ef my Squire, that is to conduct me azain to ber Houſe, 


ne here*s two provided for, Fred. 
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4 Fred. By this Light, y*are happy Men. 

p Blunt. Fortune is pleag'd to ſmile on us, Gentlemen, 
- | to mile on us. 

* Enter Sancho, and pulls Blunt by the Sleeve. 
. 
d 


Sancho. Sir, my Lady expects. [Try go aſide. 
you ſhe has remov'd all that might oppoic 
your Will and Pleaſure—— and is impatient till voa 
come. 

Blunt. Sir, Fll attend you 


Oh the happictt 


ar... — 


q Rogue! Pll take no leave, leſt they either dog me, or 
h lay me. ( Ex. anith Sancho. 
re Belv. But then the little Gypſic is forgot? 

i- Will. A Miſchief on thee for putting her into mv 


n Thouzhts, I had quite forgot her elſe, and this Night's 

Debauch had drunk her quite down. 
2C | Hell. Had it ſo good Captain ! [ Claps him cn the Back. 

* Will, Hah! I hope ſhe did not hear me. [ Aſide. 

Hell. What afraid of ſuch a Champion ? 

Will, Oh ! you're a fine Lady of your Word, are 
you not ? to make a Man languiſh a whole Day- 

Hell. In tedious Search of me. | 

Will. Egad Child, thou'rt in the right, hadſt thou 
ſeen what a melancholly Doz I Have been ever ſince I 
was a Lover, how I have walk'd the Streets like a 
Capucnin, with my Hands in my Slecves Faith, 
Sweet-heart, thou would{t pity me. 

Hell. Now if I ſhou'd be hang'd I can't be angry 
with him, he diſſembles ſo keartily———— zlas, good 
Captain, what Pains vou have taken now were I 
ungrateful not to reward fo true a Servant. 

Will. Poor Soul! that's kindly ſaid, I fee thou Lareſt 
. F 1a Conſcience come then, for a Beginning {Lew 
ma thy dear Face. 

Hell. I'm afraid, mv ſmall Acquaintance, vou have 
v, been ſtaving t hat ſwinging Stomach vou boafted of this 


——— 


4 


5 [FSA 7E 
2 „ —— — 


2 
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&, Morning; F then remember my little Collation wou'd 
have zone down with you, without the Sauce of a 

ke SZandſome Face Is your stomach ſo queaſie 

ch now 2? ws 

le, - Ni. 
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Mill. Faith, long faſting, Child, ſpoils a Man's Ap- 
petite —yet if yon durſt treat, I cou'd lay a- 
bout me ftill 
Hell. And wou'd you fall too before a Prieſt ſays 
Grace ? 
Will. Oh fie, fie, what an old out of faſhion*d Thing 
Haſt thou nam'd ? thou couldſt not daſh me more out 
of Countenance, ſhouldſt thou ſhew me an ugly Face. 
[Whilſt he is ſeemingly courting Hellena. 


Enter Angellica, Moretta, Biskey and Sebaſtian, 

| all in Maſquerade. Ang. ſees Will. and ſtares. 

Ang. Heavens, *tis he, and paſſtonately fond to ſee 
another Woman. 

Moret. What cou'd you leſs expect from ſuch a 
Swaggerer ? 

Ang. Expect! as much as I paid him, a Heart intire, — 
Which I had Pride enough to think when e' re I gave, 
It would have rais*d the Man above the Vulgar, 

Made him all Soul! and that all ſoft and conſtant. 


Hell. Vou ſee, Captain, how willing I am to be 
Friends with you, till Time and III-luck make us 


Lovers, and ask you the Queſtion firſt, rather than 
put vour Modeſty to the bluſh, by asking of me (for 
alas!) I know you Captains are ſuch ſtrict Men, and 


ſuch ſevere obſervers of your Vows to Chaſtity, that 
*twill be heard to prevail with your tender Conſcience 
to marry a young willing Maid. 

Will. Do not abuſe me; for fear I ſhou'd take thee 
at thy Word, and marry thee indeed, which I'm ſure 
will be Revenge ſufficient. | 

Hell. O*my Conſcience, that will be our Deſtiny, 
becauſe we are both of one Humour; I am as inconſtaat 
as you, for I have confider'd, Captain, that a hand- ' 
fome Woman has a great deal to do whilft her Face is 
good, for then is our Harveft-time to gather Friends; 
and ſhould I in theſe Days of my Youth, catch a Fit 
of fooliſh Conſtancy, I were undone ; tis loitering by 
Day- light in our great Journey: Therefore I declare, 
I'll allow but one Year for Love, one Year for Inditfe- 
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rence, and one Year for Hate——and then—go hang 
your ſelf —for I profeſs my ſelf the gay, the kind, and 
the inconſtant the Devil's in't if this won't pleaſe you. 

Will. Oh moiſt damnably ———1 have a Heart 
with a Hole quite through it too, no Priſon mine to 
keep a Miſtreſs in. 

Ang. Perjur*d Man! how I believe thee now.{ Afide. 

Hell. Well, I fee our Buſineſs as well as Humours 
are alike, yours to Couzen as many Maids as will truſt 
you, and I as many Men as have Faith ſee if 1 
have not as deſperate a lving IL. ook, as you can ha ve for 
the Heart of you. [ Fulls off her Vixard; he ſtarts, 
How do you like it, Captain ? 

Will. Like it! by Heaven, I never ſiw ſo much 
Beauty! Oh the Charms of thoſe ſprightly bluck Eyes ! 
that ſtrangely fair Face! full of ſmiles and Dimples ! 


thoſe ſoft, round, melting, Cherry Lips! and ſmall 


even, white Tecth not to be expreſt, but ſilently a- 
dor*d !———-Oh one Look more, and ſtrike me dumb, 
or I ſhall repeat nothing elſe till I'm mad. 
[He ſeems to Court her to pull off hex Vizard; fhe refaſes. 
Ang. I can endure no more nor is it fit to inter- 
rupt him, for if I do, my Jealouſic has ſo deſtroy*d 
my Reaſon, —— TI ſhall undo him there- 
fore P11 retire and you, Sebaſtian, [ To one of 
her Bravo*s ] follow that Woman, and learn who »tis; 
while you tell the Fugitive, 1 wou'd ſpeak to him in- 
ſantly, [ To the other Bravo, and Exit. 


| This while Florinda is talking to Belvile, who ſtands 


ſullenly. Frederick courting Valeria. 

Ful. Prithee, dear Stranger, be not ſo ſullen, for 
tho? you have loſt your Love, you ſee my Friend frank- 
1y offers you hers to play with in the mean time. 

Belv. Faith, Madam, I am ſorry I can't play at her 


| Ca me. . 


Fred. Pray leave vour Interceſſion, and mind your 


on Affair, they'll better agree apart; he's a modell 


Siz her in Companv, but alone no Woman eſcapes him. 
Flor. Sure he docs but rally . vet if it ſnouꝰd 
be true Il tempt him further be- 
e lie ve 
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lieve me, Noble Stranger, I'm no common Miſtreſs— 
and for a little Proof on*t wear this Jewel — 
nay, take it, Sir, *tis right, and Bills of Exchange 
may ſometimes miſcarry. 

Belv. Madam, why am I choſe out of all Mankind 
to be the Object of vour Bounty? 

Val. There's another civil Queſtion ask d. 

Fred. Pox of*'s Modeſty, it ſpoils his own Markets, 
and hinders mine, 

Flor. Sir, from my Window I have often ſeen you, 
and Women of my Quality have ſo ſew Opportunities 
for Love, that we oueht to loſe none. 

Fred. Av, this is ſomethin-! here's a Woman !— 
when ſhall I be bleſt with ſo much Kindneſs from your 
fair Mouth ? take the Jewel, Fool. 

[ Afide to Belv. 


Belv. You tempt me firangely, Madam, every* 


way 
1 So, if I find him falſe, my whole R 5 
Aſide. 
Betv. And but fora Vow I've made to a very fair 
Lad, this '702dne's had ſubdu'd me. 
Fred. Pox on?t, be kind, in Pity, to me be kind, for I 
am to thrive here but as you treat her Friend. 


Hell. Tell me what you did in yonder Houſe, and 


Pl unmask. 

Will. Yonder Houſe—— — Oh I went to 
aĩV5i⸗j᷑ — to why there's a Friend of mine 
lives there. 

Hell. What a Ne or a He Friend? 


Friend — no, no, Madam, you have done my 


| 


' 


Pill. A Man upon my Honour! a Mana She | 


Buſineſs, I thank vou. 

Hell. And was*'t ur Man Friend, that had more 
Darts in's Eyes, than Cupid carries in's whole Budget | 
of Arrows. 

Mill. So — 

Hell. Ah ſuch a Bona Roba! to be in her Arms is 
lying in Freſco, all perfum'd Air about m 
was this your Man Friend too? 


Will. 


3 18 


, ane 
o' your Vow, 'twas ten to one but we had loſt the Jewel 


il J. 


| 


. are, Madam, there are 


| 
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Will. So— 

Hell. That gave you the He and the She Gold, that 
hezets young Pleaſures ? 

Will. Well, well, Madam, then you ſee there are 
Ladies in the World that will not be crue there 


Hell. And there be Men too, as fine, wild, incon- 
fant Fellows as your ſelf, there be, Captain, there be, 
if you go to that now—— therefore Pm reſolv*d—— 

Vill. Oh! 

Hell. To ſee your Face m0 more... 

Will. Oh! 

Hell. Till to Morrow. 

Will. Ezad you frighted me. 

Hell. Nor then neither, unleſs you'll ſwear never 
to ſee that Lady more. 

Will. See her! 


whe, never think of Woman- 


kind again. | 
Hell. Kneel,. and ſwear [ Kneels, fhe gives 
him her Hand. 
Will. I do, never to thin to ſee——to love 
nor lie with any but thy ſelf. 
Hell. Kiſs the Book. | 
Will. Oh moſt religionfſly.  [ Kiſſes her Hand. 


Hell. Now what a wicked Creature am I, to damn 
a proper Fellow. | 
Call. Madam, I'll ſtay no longer, tis een Dark. 
[ To Flor. 
Flor. However, Sir, I'll leave this with you 
that when I'm gone, you may repent the Opportunity 
you have loſt by your Modeſt Foives him the Jewel, 
which is her Picture, and Exit, he gazes after her. 
Will. *Twill be an Age till to Morrow, and 
till then I will moſt impatiently expect you — 
Adieu, my dear pretty Angel. [Exit all the Nomen. 
Belv. Ha! Florinda's Picture twas ſhe her ſelf 
what a dull Dog was 1? I wou'd have given 
the World for one Minute's Diſcourſe with her. 
Fred. This comes of your Modeſty !'——ah ! 


ety. 


* — 


42 The RO V E R; Or, . 

Belv. Villnore ! the bleſſedſt — loſt ! 
Florinda ! Friends! Florinda / 

Will. Ah Rogue! ſuch black Eyes! ſuch a Face! 
fuch a Mouth! ſuch Teeth . and ſo much 
Wit 

Belv. All, all, and a thouſand Charms beſides. 

WW. Why, doft thou know her ? 

Belv. Know her! Ay, ay, and Pox take me, with 
all my Heart, for being modeſt. 

Will. But hark ye Friend of Bine, are you my Ri- 
val? and have I been only beating the Bum all this 


While? 
Belv. I underſtand thee not I'm mad ſee 


re—— [ Shews the Piſture. 
Will. Ha! whoſe Picture's this! tis a fine 

Wench! 

Fred. Fhe Colonel's Miſtreſs, Sir. Z 


Vill. Ob, oh, here I thought it had been a- 
nother prize Come, come, a Bottle will ſet thee 


right again. [ Gives back the Pifture. 


Belv. I am content to try, and by that Time 'twill 
be late enough for our Deſign. 
_ Will. Arreed. 
Love does all Day the Soul's great Ds keep. 
But Wine at Night lulls the ſoft God a 


SCENE II. Lucetta' 5 Houſe: 


Enter Blunt and Lucetta with a Light. 


Luc. Now we are ſafe and free; no Fears of the com- 
inz home of my old jealous Husband, which made me 
a little thoughtful when you came in 28 
now Love is all the Euſineſs of my Soul. 

Blunt. Tam tranſported !-——Pox owt, that I kad 
but fome fine things to ſay to her, ſuch as Lovers uſe 
I was a Fool not to learn of Fred. a little by 
heart before I came ſomething I muſt fay—{ Afide: | 


*Sheartlikins, ſweet Soul, I am not us'd to Comple- 
ment, but Im an honeſt Gentleman, and thy humble 
Servant, ' e , RT 9.4 


Luc: 


Eweunt, | 


' 
' 
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1 Luz. I have nothing to pay for ſo great a Favour, 
but ſuch a Love as cannot but be great, ſince at ſirſt 
Sight of that ſweet Face and Shape, it made me your 
il | abſolute Captive. 0 
Blunt. Kind Heart! how prettily ſhe tals! Egad 
I'll ſne her Husband a Spaniſi Trick; tend him out of 
the World and marry her; {he's damnably in Love 
k | with me, and will ne er mind Settlements, and ſo there's 
that ſaved 
- Luc. Well, Sir, III go and undrefs me, and be with 
s | you inſtantly. 
Blunt. Make haſte then, for, Shearlikins, dear Soul, 
e | thou canit not gueſs at the Pain of a longing Lover, 
2. | When his Joys are drawn within the Compaſs of a few 
Ce 


Minutes. 
Luc. You ſpeak my Senſe, and I'll make haſte to 
prove it. [ Exit. 


Blunt. Tis a rare Cirl! and this one Night's En- 
e joyment with her, will be worth all the Days I ever 


e. paſtin Eſſex wou'd ſhe wou'd go with me into 
u Englard,though to ſayTruth, there's plenty of Whores 
already. But a Pox on em they are ſuch mer- 


cenary prodigal Whores, that they want ſuch a 
one as this, that's free and generous to give 'em good 
Examples——— Whe, what a Houſe ſhe has, how rich. 
t. "and fine ! [Enter Sancho. 
Sancho. Sir, my Lady has ſent me to conduct you to 
her Chamber. 
Blunt. Sir, I ſhall be proud to follow —here's 
one of her Servants too! 'Sheartlikins, by this Garb 
and Gravity, he might be a Jultice of Peace in Eſſex, 
and is but a Pimp here. [ Exeunt. 
The Scene changes to a Chamber with an Alcove Bed 
d in it, a Table, &c. Lucetta in Bed, Enter Sancho 
fe | and Blunt, who takes the Candle of Sancho at the 


* 7 7 


y Door. 

e. Sancho. Sir, my Commiſſion reaches no farther. 
8 Blunt. Sir, I'll excuſe your Complement 

le | What in Bed my ſweet Miſtreſs. 


Luc. You ſee, I till out-do vou in Kindneſs. 
E Blart. 
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Blunt. And thou ſhalt ſee what haſte I'Il make to 
quit Scores Oh the luckieſt Rogue 
[ He undreſſis himſelf,  * 

Luc. Should you be falſe or cruel now | | 

Blunt. Falſe ! Sheartlikins, what doſt thou take me 
for? a Few? an inſenſible Heathen ——a Pos of thy 
old Jealous Husband, an he were dead, Ezad, ſweet 
Soul, it ſhou'd be none of my Fault, if I did not mar- 
ry thee, 

Luc. It never ſhould be mine. 

Blunt. Good Soul! I'm the fortunateſt Dog ! 

Luc. Are you not undreſt yet ? 

Blunt. As much as my Impatience will permit. 

[Goes towards the Bed in his Shirt, Drawers, Oc. 

Luc. Hold, Sir, put out the Light, it may betray 
us elſe. | 

Blunt. Any thing, I need no other Light but that of 
thine Eyes ! *Sheartlikins, there I think I had it. * 

[ Puts out the Candle, the Bed deſcends, he gropes 

about to find it. | 

— Whe——vwhe—where am I got? what 
not yet ? where are you ſweeteſt ? ah, the 
Rogue's ſilent now a pretty Love-trick this 
How ſhe'll laugh at me anon you need not, my 
dear Rogue, you need not! I'm all on Fire al- 
ready————come, come, now call me in Pity. Sure 
I'm enchanted! I have been round the Chamber, 
and can find neither Woman nor Bed T lockt the 
Door, I'm ſure ſhe cannot go that way or if ſhe 
cou'd, the Bed cou*d not Enough, enough, my 
ue Wanton, do not carry the Jeſt too far Ha 
id! Dogs! Rogues Pimps help! help! | * 

[ Lights on a Trap, and is let dun. 

Enter Lucetta, Philippo and Sancho with a Light. | * 

Phil. Ha! ha! ha! he's difpatcht finely. - 

Luc. Now, Sir, had I been coy, we had miſt of this 
Boot y. 

Phil. Nay, when I faw 'twas a ſubſtantial Fool, 1 
was mollified; but when you doat upon a ſerenading 
Coxcomb, upon a Face, fine Cloaths, and a Lute, it 
makes me rage. | Tas: i 
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Luc. You know I was never guilty of that Folly, 
my dear Philippo, but with your felt but come, 
let's ſee what we have got by this. | 

Phil. A rich Coat Sword and Hat ——— 
theſe Breeches too are well lin'd ſee here, a 
Gold Watch !——a Purſe ha old, at leaſt 
Two Hundred Piſtoles !——_—a Bunch of Diamond 
Rings! and one with the Family Arms !-——a Gold 
Box! with a Medal of his King, and his Lady 
Mother's Picture theſe were Sacred Relicks, 
believe me. See, the Waiſtband of his Breeches 
have a Mine of Gold ! Old Queen Be/s's, we have 
a Quarrel to her ever ſince Eighty Eight, and may 
therefore juſtitie the Theft, the Inquiſition might have 


committed it. 


Luc. See. a Bracelet of bow'd Cold ! theſe his 
Siſters tv'd about his Arm at parting—-but well 
for all this, I fear his being a Stranger, mav make. a 
Noiſe and hinder our Trade with them hereafter. 

P:il. That's our Security; he is not only a Stranger 
to us, but to the Country tao the Common-Shour 
into which he is deſcended, thou know'ft, conducts 
him into another Street, which this Light will hinder 
him from ever findinz again he knows neither 


*your Name, nor that of the Streeet where your Houſe 


is, nay, nor the Way to his own Lod7inzs. | 
Luc. And art not thou an unmerciful Rozue, not to 
afford him one Night for all this: ——Tcou'd not 


have been ſuch a Few. 

Phil. Blame me not, Lucetta, to keep as much of 
the? as I can to my ſelf- come that Thought 
makes me vanton let's to Bed Sancho, 

lock up theſe. | 
This is the Fleece which Fools du bear, 
Defign'd for witty Men to ſhar e. [ Excur?., 


The Scene changes, and diſcovers Blunt creeping out of 
a Common-Snhoar, his Face, UC. all dirty. 


Blunt. Oh Lord ! [ Climbing up. | 
I am got out at laſt, and (which is a Miracle) without 
E 2 a 


2-20 LK @V-2 KOs, 


a Clue———and now to damning and curſing, 
but if that would eaſe me, where ſhall I begin? with 
my Fortune, my ſelf, or the Quean that couzen'd me 
what a Doz was I to believe in Woman? Oh, 
Coxcomb ignorant conceited Coxcomb ! to 
fancy ſhe could be enzmour'd with my Perſon ! at firſt 
Sight enamour'd ! Oh, I'm a curſed Puppy ! 
*Tis plain, Fool was writ upon my Forehead ! ſhe per- 
cciv'd it! ſaw the E/ſex-Calf there——tor what 
Allurements cou'd there be in this Countenance ? 
which I can endure. becauſe I'm acquainted with it. 

Oh, dull filly Dog! to be thus ſooth'd into a 
Couzening ! Had I been drunk, I might fondly have 
credited the young Quean— but as I was in my 
right Wits, to be thus cheated, confirms it I ama dull, 
believing, Engliſh, Country Fop——but my Com- 
rades! Death and the Devil, there's the worſt of all 
than a Ballad will be ſuns to Morrow on the 
Prado, to a louſie Tune of the inchanted "Squire, and 


annihilated Damel ———<— but Fred. that Rogue, 


and the Colonel, will abuſe me beyond all Chrittian 
Patience Had ſhe left me my Cloaths, I have a 
Bill of Exchange at home, would have ſav'd my 
Credit but now all Hope is taken from me 
Well I'll home (if I can find the Way) with this 
Conſolation, that I am not the firſt kind believinz 
Coxcomb; but there are Gallints, many fuch good 
Natures among it ye. 

And though yu ve Better Arts to hide your Full'cs, 

*Sheartlikins, ye re all as errant Cullics. Exit. 


SCENE, Ihe Garden in the Night. 


Enter Florinda in an Undre/s, witi a Key ard 4 
little Box. 


Flor. Thus far I'm in my way to Happineſs; I 
have got my ſelf free from Callis ; my Brother too, 
I find by yonder Light, is got into his Cabinet, and 
thinks not of me; I have by good Fortune got the 
I'll open it to 

prevent 


Key of the Garden Back-door. 
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prevent Beluile's knocking a little Noiſe will now 
Allarm my Brother. Now am I as fearful as a young 
Theif. [ Unlocks the Door. 
Fark, what Noiſe is that—Oh, twas the Wind 
that play'd amongſt the Boughs: Belvile — 
or 
fear of a Surprize——T'll hide theſe Jewels in yonder 
in. f She goes to lay down the Box. 
Enter Willmore drunk. 

Will. What the Devil is become of theſe Fellows, 
Belvile and Frederick, they promis'd to ſtay at the next 
Corner for me, but who the Devil knows the Corner 
of a Full Moon——now whereabouts am I ! 
ha ! what. have we here, a Garden 
a very convenient Place to ſleep in———h— 
what has God ſent us here ! a Female !—_— 
by this Light, a Woman ! I'm a Dog if it be not 
a very Wench. 

Flor. He's come ha——who's there. 

Will. Sweet Soul | let me ſalute thy Shoe-ſtring. 

Flor. Tis not my Belvile good Heavens! I 
know him not who are you, and from whence 


came you ? 
Will. Prithee Frithee, Child not ſo many 
hard Queſlions let it ſuffice I am here, Child 


come, come, kiſs me. 

Flor. Good Gods! what Luck is mine? 

Will. Only good Luck Child, parlous good Luck— 
come hither. "tis a delicate ſhining Wench 
by this Hand ſhe's perfum'd and Smells like any Noſe 
gay prit hee, dear Soul, let's not play the 
Fool, and loſe Time precious Time———— — for 


us Gad ſhall ſave me, I'm as honeſt a Fellow as breaths, 


thouzh I'm a little diſguis'd at preſent come, I 
ſay whe, thou may'ſt be free with me, I'll be very 
ſecret, I'll not boaſt who *'twas oblig'd me, not I 
for. hang me if I know thy Name. 
Flor, Heavens! what a filthy Benſt is this? 
Will. I am fo, and thou ouzhr'ſt the ſooner to lie 
with me for that Reaſon for lock vou, Chit 
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there will be no Sin in't, becauſe 'twas neither deſi-n'& - 
nor premeditated. Tis pure Accident on both Sides 
that's a certain thing now indeed, ſhou'd I | 
make Love to you, and you vow Fidelity and 
ſwear and lie till you believ'd and yielded —that were 
to make it wilful Fornication the crying Sin of the | 
Nation————thou art therefore (as thou art a good 
Chriſtian) oblig'd in Conſcience to denv me nothing. 
Now—come, be kind without any more idle Prating. 

Flor. Oh I am ruin'd Wicked M..n, unhand me. 

Will. Wicked !-——_————Ezad Child, a Judge were 
he young and vizorous, and ſaw thoſe Eyes of thine 
wou'd know 'twas they gave the firſt Blow the 
Arſt Provocation——come, prithee let's loſe no Time, 
I ſiy this is a fine convenient Place. 

Flor. Sir, let me go, I conjure you, or I'll call out. 


Will. Ay, ay, you were beſt to call Witneſs to ſes “ 


How finely you treat me do— 


Flor. I'll cry Murder! Rape! or any thing! if 
you do not inſtantly let me go. 

il. A Rape! come, come, yu, lie you Baggaze, 
You lie, what, I'll warragt you wou'd fain have the 
World believe, now, that you are not fo forward, as I. 
No not you Why at this Time of Night was your 
Cobweb Door ſet open, deur Spider but to catch 
Flies ? Ha come or I ſhall be dams | 
nably anzry. Whe, what a Coyl is here—— 

Flor. Sir, can vou think | 

Wit. That you would da't for nothinz—Oh, oh,! 
find what vou'd be at ——look here, here's a Piitole for 
you here's a Work indeed here—— 
take it, I ſay 

Flor. For Heav'ns ſake, Sir, as you're a Gentleman— 

Will. So —now —now-—ſhe wou'd be wheadling me 
for more—————- what, vou will not take it then— 
you are refolv'd you will not—come—come, take it. 
or 1'i!] put it up azain———— for look ye, I never. 
give more  wvhc, how now Miſtreſs, are you 
fo high i'th* Mouth a Piſtole won't down with vou 
Ki whe, what a Work's herein goa 


Time 
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Iim come no ſtruggling to be gone — 
but an ye're good at a dumb Wreſtle I'm for ve 

| look ye I'm for ve. [ She ſtruggles with him. 
Enter Belvile and Frederick. 

Belv. The Door is open, a Pox of this mad Fellow, 
I'm angry that we've loſt him, I durit have ſworn he 
had follow'd us. ; 

Fred. But you were ſo haſty, Colonel, to be gone. 

Flor. Help! help! Murder! help 
Oh I'm ruin'd. 

Belv. Ha ! ſure that's Florinda's V oice. 

[ Comes uf to them. 
A Man! Villain, let go that Lady. {| A Noiſe. 
(Will. turns and draws, Fred. inter poſes. 

Flor. Belvile ! Heavens! my Brother too is coming, 
and 'twill be impoſſible to eſca pe Bel vile, T con- 
jure you to walk under my Chamber Window, from 

whence I'll give vou ſome Inſtructions what to do 
f | this rude Man has undone us. [ Exif. 
Will. Belvils ! 
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8 Enter Pedro, Stephano, and ot her Servants withLights. 
E Pedro. I'm betray'd! run Ste hand, and fee if Fe- 
I. rinda be ſafe. [ Exit Stephano. 
Ti [ They fight, and Pedro?s Party beats "em out. 
nt. 80, who ere the; be, all is not well, III to Florinda's 
wt» Chamber. [Going out, meets Stephano. 
Pedro. You need not, Sir, the pcor Lady's taſt a- 

fleep and thinks no Harm. I wou'd not wake her, Sir, 
1 | for fear of frizhting her with your Danger. 
Jr Pedro. I'm glad ſhe's there Raſcals, how came 
— the Garden Door open? 

Steph. That Queſtion comes too late, Sir, ſome of 


—. , my Fellow Servants Maſquerading, I'll warrant. 
al Pedro. Maſquerading ! a lewd Cuſtom to debauch 


2 our Vouth, there's ſomethinę more in this than 
t. Ll imazine, [ Exeurt, 
8 
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SCENE changes to the Street. 


Enter Belvile in Rage, Frederick holding him, and Will- 
more melancholly. 

Will. Whe, how the Devil ſhould I know Flor inda ? 

Belv. Ah Plague of your Ignorance! if it had not 
been Florinda, muſt you be a Beaft—— a Brute 
a ſenſeleſs Swine ? 

Will. Well Sir, you fee I am endu'd with Patience 
Il can bear though, Egad, vou are very 
free with me, methinks I was in good hopes the 
Quarrel wou'd have been on my Side, for ſo uncivilly 
interrupting me. 


Belv. Peace, Brute, whilſt thou'rt ſafe——Oh I'm 
diftracted. 

Will. Nay, nay, I'm an unluckyDog, that's certain. 

Belv. Ah, Gurſe upon the Star that rul'd my Birth, 
or whatſoever other Influence that makes me ſtill ſo 
wretched. 

Will. Thou breakeſt my Heart with theſe Com- 


plaints, there is no Star in Fault, no Influence, but 
Sack, the curſed Sack I drunk. 


Fred. Whe, how the Devil came you ſo drunk? 
Will. Whe, how the Devil came you ſo ſober ? 


Belv. A Curſe upon his thin Scull, he was always 


before-hand that way. 


Fred. Prithee, dear Colonel forgive him, he's ſorry 
for his Fault. 


Rely. He's alwavs ſo after he has done a Miſchief— 
a Plague on all ſuch Brutes. 

Will. By this Light, I took her for an errant Harlot. 
Belv. Damn your debaucht Opinion ; tell me, Sot, 
had'ſt thou fo much Senſe and Light about thee to 
diſtinguiſh her a Woman, and couldit thou not ſee ſome- 
thing about her Face and Perſon, to ſtrike an awful 

Reverence into thy Soul? 


Will. Faith, no, I confider*d her as meer a Woman 
as I could wiſh. 


Belv. Sdeath, I've no Patience — draw, or I'll 
kill you. 
Wall. 


| 
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Will. Let that alone till to Morrow, A if I ſet not 
all rizht again, uſe vour Pleiture. 

Belv. To Morrow ! darn it, 
The ſpightful Li-ht will lead me to no Happineſs. 
To Morrow is Antoriv's, and perhaps 
Guides him-to my undoing Oh that I could meet 
This Rival! this powerful Fortunate ! 

Vill. What then? 

Belv. Let thy own Reaſon, or my Rage inſtrud thee, 

Will. I ſhall be finely inform'd then, no doubt: Hear 
me, Colonel hear me ſhew we the Man, and 
I'll do his Bu ſineſs. 

Belv. IJ know him no more than thou, or if I did, 
I ſhould not need thy Aid, 

Will. This, vou ſay, is Angellica*'sHouſe, I promiſed 
the kind Baggage to lie with her to Night. 

' [Offers to go in. 
Enter Antonio and his Page. Antonio knocks on the 
Hilt of his Sword, 

Ant, You paid the Thouſin4 Crowns I dire ged. 

Page. To the Ladies Old Woman, Sir, I did. 
Will. Who the Devil have we here? 
Belv. I'll now plant my ſelf under. Florinda's Min- 
dow, and if I find no Comfort there, I'll die. 
: | [ Exit Belv. ard Fred. 
Enter Moretta. 


Moret. Page! 
Page. Here's my Lord, 
Fill. How is this? a Pickeroon going to board my 
Frizate : Here's one Chaſe Gun for you. 
{ Drawing his Sword, juſtles Antonio, who fur, 
and draws. They fight, Antonio falls. 
Moret. Oh bleſs us! we're all undone ! 
[ Runs in and ſhuts the Door. 
Page. Help ! Murder ! 
[ Belvile returns at the Noiſe of fighting. 
Belvile. Ha! the mad Rogue's engaged in ſome un- 
lucky Adventure again. 
Enter two or three Maſqueraders. 
Maſq. Ha ! a Man kill'd ! 
Will. 
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Will. How ! a Man kill'd ! then I'll go home to 
ſleep. [Puts up, and reels out, Ex. Maſq. another Way, 
Belv. Who ſhould it be! Prav Heaven the Rogue is 
 fife for all my Quarrel to him. 
[A, Belvile is groping about, Enter an Officer and 
fix Soldiers. | 
Sold. Who's there? 
Offic. So, here's one diſpatcht— ſecure the Murderer, 
Belv. Do not miſtake my Charity for Murder; 
I came to his Aſſiſtance, [ Soldier 5 ſeize on Belvile. 
Offic. That ſhall be try'd, Sir——St. Jago, Swords 
drawn in the Carnivil-time [Goes to Antonio. 
Ant. Thy Hand, prithee. 
Offic. Ha! Don Antonio ! look well to the Villain 
How is it, Sir ? 
Ant. Tam burt. 
Belv. Has my Humanity made me a Criminal? 
Offic. Away with him. 
Belv. What a curſt Chance is this? 
[ Ex. Soldiers with Belv. 
Ant. This is the Man that has ſet upon me twice— 
carry him to my Appartment, till you have farther 
Orders from me. [To the Officer. Ex. Ant. led. 


„ 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
SCENE. A fine Room. 


Di/covers Belvile as by Dark alone. 

Belv. V Hen ſhall I be weary of railing on Fortune, 
who is reſolv'd never to turn with Smiles 
upon me. two ſuch Defeats in one Night 


* 


none but the Devil and that mad Rogue could have 


contriv*d to have plagu'd me with I am here a 
Priſoner but where——Heaven knows and 
if there be Murder done, I can ſoon decide the Fate 
of a Stranger in a Nation without Mercy yet this 
is nothing to the Torture my Soul bows with, when ! 
think of loſing my fair, my dear Florinda——hark 
my Door opens——a Light——a — 

tems 
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ſeems of Quality —arm'd too———-now ſhall I die 
) like a Dog without Defence. 
p Enter Antonio in a Night-Gown, with a Light; his 
: Arm in a Scarf, and a Sword under his Arm: he 
ſets the Candle on the Table. 

Ant. Sir, I come to know what Injuries I have done 
you, that could provoke you to ſo mean an Action, as 
to attack me baſely, without allowing Time for my | 
Defence. 

Belv. Sir, for a Man in my Circumſtances to plead 
Innocence, wou'd look like Fear but view me 
s well, and you will find no Marks of Coward on me ; { 

nor any thing that betrays that Brutality you accuſe l 

me with. y 
n Ant. In vain, Sir, you impoſe upon my Senſe. | 
You are not only he who drew on me laſt Night, ( 
But Yeſterday before the ſame Houſe, that of Axgellica. 
Vet there is ſomething in your Face and Mein s 
That makes me wiſh I were miſtaken. | 

Belv. I own I fought to Day in the Defence of a 
Friend of mine, with whom you (if you're the ſame) 
and your Party were firſt engag d. j 
Perhaps you think this Crime enough to kill me, —_ 
But if you do, I cannot fear you'll do it baſely. ö 
Ant. No, Sir, I'll make you fit for a Defence with | 

| this, [ Gives him the Sword. ö 
Belv. This Gallantry ſurprizes me nor know I 
how to uſe this Preſent, Sir, againſt a Man ſo brave. 

Ant. You ſhall not need; 

For know, I come to ſnatch you from a Danger 
That is decreed againſt you : 

Perhaps your Life, or long Impriſonment; 
And 'twas with ſo much Courage you offended, 
| 1 cannot ſee you puniſht. | 


. - ˙ 


* 


1 


Belv. How ſhall I pay this Generoſity? 
Ant. It had been ſafer to have kill'd another 
Than have attempted me: 

To ſhew your Danger, Sir, I'll let you know my 
[Quality, 
And 'tis the Vice-Roy's Son, whom you have 8 
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Belv. The Vice-Rov's Son ! 
De:th and Confu lion ! was this Plague reſery'd 


To compleat all the reit oblig'd by him, _ 
The Man of all the World I would deitroy. [Af le-. 
Ant. Vou ſeem diſorder'd, Sir. 
Belv. Ves, truſt me. Sir, I am, and 'tis with Pa in 
That Man receives ſuch Bount ies, 


Who wants the Power to pay 'em back again. 
Ant. To Gallant Spirits 'tis indeed uneaſie ; 
But you may quickly over-pay me, Sir. / 


Belv. Then 1 am well kind Heaven! but ſet us even, 
That I may fight with him and keep my Honour fafe, | . 
[Aſide. 

Oh, I'm impatient, Sir, to be diſcounting I 
The mighty Debt I owe vou, command me quickly — | h 
Ant. I have a Quarrel with a Rival, Sir, ſ 
About the Maid we love. - 
Belv. Death, 'tis Florinda he mean 


That Thought deitro''s my Reaſon, N 1 
And I ſhall kill him [ Afide, a 
Ant. My Rival, Sir, if 
Is one has all the Virtues Man can boaſt of vi 
Belv. Death ! who ſhould this be ? [ Afide. 
Ant. He challeng'd me to meet him on the Molo. ſe 
As ſoon as Day appear'd, but laſt Nizht*s Quarrel, [ 
Has made my Arm unfit to guide a Sword. IN 
3 I apprehend you, Sir, you'd have me kill the 
an 
That lays a Claim to the Maid you ſpeak of. 
I'll do't I'll fly to do't ! 
Ant. Sir, do you know her ? al 
Belv. No, Sir, but tis enough ſhe is admir*dby you 
Ant. Sir, I ſhall rob you of the Glory on't, | 


For you muſt fight under my Name, and Dreſs. N 
Belv. That Opinion muſt be ſtrangely obliging, that | A 
makes you think I can perſonate the brave Antonio, 


Whom I can but ſtrive to imitate. 


| $ 
Ant. You ſay too much to my Advantage; | = 
Come, Sir, the Day appears that call you forth, | 
Within, Sir, is the Habit, [Exit Antonio. 
| Helv. 
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Belv. Fantaſtick Fortune, thou deceitful Light, 
That cheats the wearied Traveller by Night, 
Though on a Precipice each Step you tread, 

Iam reſolv's to follow where you lead. 


SCENE, The Molo. 
Enter Flerinda and Callis in Maſques, with Stephan», 


Flor. I'm dying with myFears, Belvile's not coming 
As I expeRted under my Window, 
Makes me believe that «ll thoſe Fears are true. { Aſid*- 
—  -Canſt thou not tell with who my pruuww Fights: 

Steph. No, Madam, they were both in Maſquerade, 
I was by when they challeng'd one another, and they 
had decided the Quarrel then, but were prevented by 
ſome Cavaliers; which made them put it off till now 
but I am ſure 'tis about you they fight. 


Flor. Nay, then 'tis with Belvile, for what other 


Lover have I that dares fight for me, except Antonio? 
and he is too much in favour with my Brother 


if it be he: For whom ſhall I dire& my Prayers to Hea- 


yen ? { Aſide. 

Steph. Madam, I muſt leave you, for if my Maſter 
ſee me, I ſhall be hang'd for being your Conductor 
{ eſcapt narrowly for the Excuſe I made for you laſt 


| Night in the Garden. 


Flor. And Ill reward thee for*'t—prithee, no more. 
| [ Exit Ste phano. 
Enter Don Pedro in his Maſquing Habit. 
Pedro. Antonio's late to Day, the Place will fill, 
and we may be prevented. { Walks about. 
Flor. Antonio ſure I heard amiſs. [ Afide. 
Pedro. But who will not excuſe a happy Lover, 


hen ſoft, fair Arms confine the yielding Neck, 
And the kind Whiſper languiſhingly breaths. 


1 
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Muſt you be gone ſo ſoon ? 
Sure I had dwelt for ever on her Boſom. 
But ſtay, he's here. 


Enter Belvile dreft in Antonio's Cloaths. 
Flor, Tis not Belvile, half my Fears are vaniſh'd. 
F Fed re. 
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Pedro. Antonio 

Belv. This muſt be he. [ Aſide. 
You're early Sir,. I do not uſe to be out-done this way, 

Pedro. The wretched, Sir, are watchful, and 'tis 
enough You've the Advantage of me in Angellica, 


Belv. Angellica ! or I've miſtook my Man, or elſe | 


Antonio, Can he forget his Intereſt in Elorinda, 
And tight for common Prize ? [ Aſide, 
Pedro, Come, Sir, you know our Terms 
Belv. By Heav'n not I. [ Aſide, 


No talking, I am ready, Sir. 
0 40 fight, Flor. runs in, 
Flor. On, hold ! who e'er you be, I do conjure you 
Hold ! 
If you ſtrike here 
Pedro. Florinda ! 
Belv. Florinda imploring for my Rival ! 
Pedro. Away, this Kindneſs is unſeaſonable. 
L Puts her by, they fight : She runs in juſt as Eelvile 
i/ſarms Pedro. 
Flor. Who are you, Sir, that dares deny my Prayers! 
Belv, Thy Prayers deſtroy him: If thou wouldit 
preſerve him, do that thou'rt unacquainted with, and 
Curſe him. | [ She holds him, 
Flor. By all you hold moſt dear, by her you love, 
I do conjure you touch him not. 
Biel. By her 1 love 
See I obey and at your Feet reſizn 
The uſeleſs Trophy of my Victory. 
[ Lays his Sword at her Feet, 
Pedro. Antonio, you've done enough to prove you 
love Florinda. 
Belv. Love Florinda - 


Does Heav'n love Adoration ! Pray*r ! or Penitence ! | 


Love her, Sir. your Sword again. 
[ Snatches up the Sword and gives it him. 
Upon this Truth I'll fight my Life zwa. 
Pedre, No, you've redeem'd my Siticr, and my 
rare 


Belv. 


I die [ T's Belv. 
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Belv. Don Pears ! [ He gives him Florinda, and 
pulls off tis Fizuard to ſhrew his Face, and puts it on agaix. 

Pears. Cin vou reſign your Claims to other Women, 
And give your Heart intirely to Florinda ? 

Belv. Intirc ! as dying Saints Confeſſions are! 
I can delay my Happineſs no longer. 
This Minute let me make Florinda mine 

Peayo. This Minute let it be no Time ſo proper 
This Night my Father will arrive from Rome, 
And poſſibly may hinder what we purpoſe. 

Flor. Oh Heavens! this Minute! 

Enter Maſqueraders, and paſs over. 

Helv. Oh, do not ruin me! 

Pedro. The Place begins to fill, and that we may 
not be obſerv'd, do you walk off to St. Peter's Church, 


where I will meet you, and conclud? your Happiness. 


Bely. I i] meet you there if there be no more 
Saints Churches in Naples. 
Ter. Oh ttay, Sir, and recall your haſty Doom! 
Alas, I have not yct prepar'd my Heart 
Io entertain fo itrange a Gueit. 


Pedro. Away, this filly Modeſty is aiſum'd too late. 


Helv. Heav'n, Madam! what do you do! 
For. Do! deſpiſe a Man that lays a Tyrant's Claim, 
To what he ought to conquer by Submiſſion. 
Bely, You do not know me————move a little this 
way. [ Draws her afide. 
Fler. Yes, vou may force me even to the Altar, 
But not the Holy Man that offers there 
Shall force me to be thine. 


Pedro talks to Callis tis wiile, 


"4 , Belv. Oh do not loſe 10 bleit an Opportunity 


See tis your Helvile 


not 41 „tonio, 


| Whom sour miitaken Scorn and Anger ruins. 


LPulls off his Vizard, 
Flor. Belvile ! 
Where was my Soul it cou'd not meet thy Voice, 
Aud take this Knowledge in, [ As they are talking, 


F.nter Willmore finely dreſt, and Frederick. 


F 2 N.. 
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Mill. No Intelligence! no News of Belvile yet 
well, I am the moſt unlucky Raſcal in Nature 


Ha ! am I decegiv'd———or; is it h 
look Fred. tis he—————my dear Belvile ! 
{ Runs and embraces him, Belvile's Vizard falls out 

on's Mand. 


Belv. Hell and Confuſion ſeize thee ! 
Pedro. Ha! Belvile I beg your Pardon, Sir. 
Takes Florinda from hin. 
Belv. Nay, touch her not, ſhe's mine byConqueſt, Sir, 
I won her by my Sword. 
Will. Did'ſt thou fo———and Egad, Child, we'll keep 
her by the Sword. | | 
[ Draws on Pedro, Belvile goes Between. 
Belv. Stand off! 
Thou'rt ſo profanely lewd, fo curſt, by Heaven, 
All Quarrels thou eſpouſeſt muſt be fatal. 
IWill. Nay, an you be ſo hot, my Valour's coy, and 
hall be courted when you want it next. 
[ Puts up his Sword, 
Belv. You know I ought to claim a Victor's Right, 
[ Fo Pedro, 
But you're the Erother to Divine Flor inda, 
To whom I'm ſuch a Slave——to purchaſe her 
I durſt not hurt the Man ſhe holds ſo dear. ; 
Pedro. "Twas by Antonio's, not by Belvile's Sword 
This Queſtien ſhou'd have been decided, Sir: 
J muſt confeſs, much to your Bravery's due, 
Both now, and when I met you laſt in Arms; 
But I am nicely punctual in my Word, 
As Men of Honour ought, and beg your Pardon. 


>=— >| > 1 Ow 


For this Miſtake another Time ſhall clear. 

This was ſome Plot between you and Belvile, 

But I'1I1 prevent you. 

[Ade to Florinda as they are going out, Belvile looks 
after ker, and begins to walk up and down in Rage. 

Vill. Do not be modeſt now and loſe the Woman, but | 

if we ſhall fetch her back, ſo 
Belv. Do not ſpeak to me 


Witt. 


may Oo — hay 


d | 


l. 
0, 


— 


Jknow 'tis fo——dull, dull Inſenſible 
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Will. Not ſpeak to you-————E zad 1˙Il ſpeak to you, 
and will be anſwer' d too. 

Belp. Will you, Sir. 
Vill. I know I've done ſome Miſchief, but I'm fo 
dull a Puppy, that I'm the Son of a Whore if I 
know how, or where prithee inform my Under- 
ſtanding 

Belv. Leave me, I ſay, and leave me inſtantly . 

Will. I will not lea ve you in * Humour, nor till 
I know my Crime. 

Belv. Death, I'll tell you, Sir, 

[ Draws and runs at Willmore, he runs cut, Pelvilc 

after him, Frederick inter poſe 5. 
Enter Angellica, Moretta and Sebaſlian. 
Ang. ne een 


Is not that Willmore? 
him back. 

Fred. The Colonel's 1 I never ſaw him thus 
before, I'Il after them, leit he do ſome Miſchief, for 
Iam ſure Millmore will not draw on him. [ Exit, 

Ang. I am Raze! my firit Deſires defeated ! 

For one. for ought he knows, that has no 
Other Merit than her Quality. 
Her being Don Pedro's Siſter 


haſte——— haſte and brinz 


he loves her! 


He will not ſee me now, thouzh oft invited, 

And broke his Word laſt Nizht—falſe perjur'd Man © 
e that but Yeſterday fought for my Favours, 
And would have made his Life a Sacritice. 

To've gain'd one Nizht with me, 

Mutt now be hir'd and courted to my Arms. 

Moret. I told you what would come owt ; but Ma- 
retta's an old doating Fool Why did you give him 
five hundred Crowns, but to ſet himſelf out for other 
Lovers; vou thould have kept him poor, if you had 
meant to have had any Good from him. 

Ang. Oh, name not ſuch mean Trifles———had I 

[ ziven him all 


My Youth has carn'd from Sin, 
I had not Loſt a Thought, nor Sizh upon't. 
F 3 LATE: 
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But I have given him my eternal Reſt, 
My whole Repoſe, my future Jovs, my Heart, 
My Virgin Heart, Moretta ! Oh 'tis gone! 
Moret. Curſe on him, here he comes : 
How fine ſhe has made him too. 
Enter Willmore and Sebaſtian. Angellica turns end 


walks away. 
Will. How now, turn*d Shadow 
Fly when I purſue ! and follow when I fly! 


Stay gentle Shadow of my Dove, [ Sings.) 
And tell me ere I go, 
Whether the Subſtance may not prove 
A fleeting thing like you. 
There's a ſoft kind Look remaining yet. 


[ As jhe turns fhe looks on him, 
Ang. Well, Sir, you may be gay, all Happineſs, all 


joys purſue you ſtil], Fortune*s your Slave, and gives 
vou every Hour choice of new Hearts and Beauties, 
till you are cloy'd with the repeated Bliſs, which o- 
thers vainly languiſh for 
hut know, falſe Man, that I ſhall be reveng'd. 
{ Turns away in Rage. 

Will. So, Gad there are of thoſe faint-hearted Lovers, 
whom ſuch a ſharp Leſſon next their Hearts would 
make as impotent as Fourſcore Pox of this whin- ' 
ing my Buſineſs is to laugh and love Pox on't, 
1 hate your ſullen Lover, 4 Man ſhall loſe as much 
Time to put you-in Humour now, as would ſerve to 
gain a new Woman. 

Ang. I ſcorn to cool that Fire I cannot raiſe, 
Or do the Drudgery of your virtuous Miſtreſs. 


Will. A virtuous Miſtreſs-! Death, what a Thing 


thou haſt found out for me! Why, what the Devil | 


mould I do with a virtuous Woman? a ſort of 
ill-natur'd Creatures, that take a Pride to torment 2 
Lover: Virtue is but an Infirmity in Woman; a Diſ- 
eaſe that renders even the handſome unzrateful ; | 
whilſt the ill-favour'd, for want of Solicitations and 
Aidreſs, only fancy themſelves ſo I. have lain 


With 
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with a Woman of Quality, who has all the while been 
railing at Whores. 

Ang. I will not anſwer for your Miſtreſs's Virtue, 
Though ſhe be young enough to know no Guilt ; 

And I could wiſh you would perſwade my Heart 
"Twas the Two Hundred Thouſand Crowns you 
courted. 

Will. Two Hundred Thouſand Crowns! what Sto- 
ry's this ? what Trick hat Woman? 
ha ! 

Ang. How ſirange you make it, have you forgot the 
Creature you entertain'd on the Piazza laſt Night? 

Will. Ha | my Gypſie worth Two Hundred Thou- 
ſand Crowns ! Oh how I long to be with her 
Pox, I knew ſhe was of Quality. [ Afide. 
Ang. Falſe Man! I ſee my Ruin in thy Face, 

How many Vows you breath'd upon my Boſom, 
Never to be unjuſt have you forgot ſo ſoon ? 

Will. Faith no, I was juſt coming to repeat em 
but here's a Humour indeed would make a Man a 
Saint wou'd ſhe would be angry enough to leave 
me, and command me not to wait on her. [ Afide. 

Enter Hellena dreft in Man's Cloaths. 
Hell. This muit be Angellica! I know it by her 


| mumping Matron here=—Ay, ay, tis ſhe ! my mad 
Captain's with her too, for all his ſwearing 


how 
this unconſtant Humour makes me love him !—Pray 


good grave Gentlewoman is not this Angellica ? 
Moret. My too young Sir, it is-——I hope *tis one 


from Don Antonio. ' [| Goes to Angellica. 
Hell. Well, ſomething I'll do to vex him for this. 
[ Aſide. 


Ang. TI will not ſpeak with him; am I in a Humour 


to receive a Lover. 


Will. Not ſpeak with him! well, I'll be gone 
and wait your idler Minutes can I ſhew leſs Ote- 
dience to the Thing I love ſofondly? {Offers to go. 

Ang. A fine Excuſe, this ſtay | 

Will. And hinder your Advantage; ſhould I repay 
Jour Baunties ſo ungratefully ? 


Ang. 
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Ang. Come hither, Boy——that I may let you ſee 
How much above the Advantages you name 
I prize one Minutes Joy with you. 
Will. Oh, you deſtrey me with this Endearment. 
[ Impatient to be gone, 
——— Death! how fhall I get away Madam, 
"twill not be fit I ſhould be ſeen with you beſides, 
it will not be convenient — and I've a Friend 
that's dangerouſly ſick. 
Ang. I ſee you're impatient yet you ſhall ſtay. 
Will. And miſs my Aſſignation with my Gy pſie. 
Aſide, and walks about impatiently. 
Hell. Madam ! Moretta &rings Hellena, 
who addreſſes her /elf to Angellica. 
You?ll hardly Pardon my Intruſion, 
When you ſhall know my Buſineſs ! 
And Pm too young to tell my Tale with Art ; 
But there muſt be a wondrous Store of Goodneſs 
Where ſo much Peauty dwells. 
Ax. A pretty Advocate, whoever ſent thee. 
—  Prithce proceed Nay. Sir, vou ſhall not go. 
[To Willmore, wko is ſtealing off. 
Vill. Then I ſhall loſe my dear Gy pſie for ever 
Pox on't, the ſta vs me out of ſpitc. [ Aſide. 
Hell. Jam related to a Ladv, Madam, 
Voung, rich, and nobly born, but has the Fate 
To be in Love with a young Engliſh Gentleman: 
Strangely ſhe loves him, at firſt Sieht ſhe lov'd him, 
But did adore him when ſhe heard him ſpcak ; 
For he, ſhe ſaid, had Charms in every Word 
That fail'd not to furprize, to wound and conquer. 
Vill. Ha! Egad I hope this concerns me. { Aſide. 
Ang. Tis my falſe Man, he means would he 
were gone. 


This Praiſe will raiſe his Pride, and ruin me well, 
Since you are ſo impatient to be gone, 
I will releaſe you, Sir | [To Will. 


Will. Nav, then I'm fure *twas me heſpoke of: 
This cannot be the Effects of Kindneſs in her. [ Afide. 
No, Madam, Pre——conſider'd better on't., 
And will not give you Cauſe of ſealouſie. Ang. 


28er 
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the Man you ſpeak 
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Ang. But, Sir, I've Bugs*neſs, that: 
Will. This ſhall not do, I know tis but to try me. 
Ang. Well, to your Story, Boy though 'twill 
undo me. | [ Afide. 
Hell. With this Addition to his other Ecauties, 
He won her unreſiſting tender Heart, | 
He vow'd, and ſigh'd, and ſwore he lov'd her dearly; 
And ſhe believ'd the cunning Flaterer, 
And thought her ſelf the happieſt Maid alive. 
To Day was the appointed Time by both 
To conſummate the Bliſs, 
The Virgin, Altar, and the Prieſt were dreſt, 
And whilſt ſhe languiſh'd for the expected Bridegroom, 
She heard, he paid his broken Vows to you. 
Will. So, this is ſome dear Rogue that's in Love 
[with me, 
And this way let's me know it; or if it be not me, he 
means ſome one whoſe Place I may ſupply. 
Ang. Now I perceive 
The Cauſe of thy Impatience to be gone, 
And all the Buſineſs of this glorious Dreſs. 
Fill. Damn the young Prater, I know not what he 
means. | 
Hell. Madam, 
In your fair Eyes, I read too much Coneern 
To tell my farther Buſineſs. | ol 
Ang. Prithee, ſweet Youth, talk on, thou may ſt 
[ perhaps 
Raiſe here a Storm that may undo my Paſſion, 
And then I'll grant thee any thing. 
Hell. Madam, tis to entreat you, (Oh unreaſonable!) 
You would not ſee this Stranger; 


| For if you do, ſhe Vows you are undone ; 


Tho” Nature never made a Man fo excellent: 
And ſure he had been a God, but for Inconſtancy . 
Will. Ah Rogue bo finely he's inſtructed 
—Tis plain, ſome Woman that has ſeen me en paſſan?. 
Ang. Oh, I ſhall burſt with ſealouſte! Do you know 
of ? 
Hell. Yes, Madam, he us d to be in Buff ene, 
Ag. 
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Ang. Thou falſe as Hell, what canſt thou ſay to 
this ? [To Willmore, 
Will. By Heaven 
Arg. Hold, do not damn thy ſelf — 
Hell. Nor hope to be believ'd. 
[He walks about, they follow. 
Ang. Oh perjur'd Man! 
Is it thus you pay my generous Paſſion back ? 
Hell. Why would you, Sir, abuſe my Lady's Faith ?— 
Ang. And uſe me ſo inhumanly. 
Hell. A Maid fo young, innocent 
Will. Ah, young Devil 
Arg. Doſt thou not know thy Life is in my Pow'r? 
Hell. Or think my Lady cannot be reveng'd. 
Vill. So, ſo, the Storm comes finely on. [ Afide. 
Ang. Now thou art filent, Guilt has ſtruck thee 
dumb. 
Oh, hadſt thou till been fo, I'd liv'd in Safety. 
[ She turns away and wee ps. 
Vill. Sweet-heart, the Lady's Name and Houſe 
[ quickly : 
I'm impatient to be with her. - 
{ Afide to Hellena, looks towards Anzellica to watch 
— tur ning, and as ſſe comes tomards them, he meets 
cr. 
Hell. So, now is he for another Woman. [ Aſide. 
Will. The impudenteſt young thing in Nature, 
cannot perfwade him out of his Error, Madam. 
Ang. I know he's in the right yet thou'ſt a Tongue 
That would perſwade him to den his Faith. 
[[n Rage walks away, 
Will. Her Name, her Name, dear Bo- — 


[ Softly to Hell. 


Hell. Have you forgot it, Sir? 

Will. Oh, I perceive he's not to know I'm a Stran- 
ger to his Lady. [ Aſide, 
Yes, ves, I do know but T. have forgot 
[An. turns. 
B. Heaven, uch ea! Confidence I never ſaw. 
Ang. Did I not charge you with this Miſtreſs, Sir ? 
Which 


thee 
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Which you deny'd, though I beheld your Perjur:. 
This little Generoſity of thine has render'd back my 
Heart. [Walks away. 
Will. 50, you have made ſweet Work here, my 
[ little Miſchief. 
Look vour Lady be kind and good natur'd, now, or 
I ſhall have but a curſed Bargain on't. 
[ Ang. turns toward; them, 
he Rozue's bred up to M:ſchiet ; 
Art thou ſo 2reat a Fool te credit hn? 
Ang. Yes, I do, and you in vain impo:e upon me. 
Come hither, Boy, — is not this he v,, peak o? 
Hell. I think it is, I cannot wer, bat I vow 
he has juſt ſuch another l in . 
| Hell. locks in us Free, i a + i er. 
Will. Ha! do I not know that Fg 
By Heaven, my little Gypiie, what dul, 1-07 J, 
Had I but lookt that Wav. I'd known ! er. 
Are all my Hopes of a new Wo+ an baiht? (ge, 
—Ezad, if I do not it thee tor this, & . 
Madam, I have found cut the Flot, 
| Hell. O Lord! what does he lay? am I diicover'd 
now? 
Will. Do you ſee this young Spark here 
Hell. He'll tell her who I am. 
Pill. Who do you think this is ? 
Hell. Ay, ay, he does know me Nay, dear 
Captain, I'm undone if you diſcover me. 
Will. Nay, nav, no cogging, ſhe ſhall know what a 
precious Miſtreſs I have. 
Hell. Will you beſuch a Devil ? 
Will. Nav, nay, T'll teach you to ſpoil Sport you 
will not make. This ſmall Ambaſſador cores not 
from a Perſon of Quality, as you imagine, and he 


| lays, but from a very errant Gyptie, the talking'ſt, 


prating'ſt, cant ingꝰſt little Animal thou ever ſaw'ft. 
Ang. What News you tell me, that's the Thing I 
nean. : 


| Hell. Wou'd I were well off the Place, if ever I co a 
Captain Hunting again. [ Aſide, 
| Will, 


: 
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Vill. Mean that thing? that Gypſie thing, thou 
mayſt as well be jealous of thy Monkey or Parrot, as 
of her; a German Motion were worth a Dozen of her, 
and a Dream were a better Enjoyment, a Creature of x 
Conſtitution fitter for Heaven than Man. 

Hell. Tho? I'm ſure he lies, yet this vexes me. ¶ Aſide. 

Ang. You are miſtaken, ſhe*s a Spaniſh Woman, 
Made up of no ſuch dull Materials. 

Will. Materials, Egad an the be made of any that 
will either diſpence or admit of Love, Ill be bound to 
Continence. 

Hell. Unreaſonable Man, do you think ſo ? 

[ Afide to him. 

Will. You may return my little Brazen-head, and 
tell your Lady, that till ſhe be handſome enough to be 
belov'd, or I dull enough to be religious, there will be 
ſmall Hopes of me. 


Ang. Did you not promiſe then to marry her ? 4. 


Will. Not I, by Heaven. 

Ang. You cannot undeceive my Fears and Torments, 
till you have vow'd you will not marry her. 

Hell. If he Swears that, he*11 be reveng*d on me in- 
deed for all my Rogueries. [ Aſide. 

Ang. I know what Arguments you'll bring againſt 
me, Fortune and Honour 

Vill. Honour, I tell you, I hate it in your Sex, and 
thoſe that fancy themſelves poſſeſt of that Foppery, 
are the moſt impertinently troubleſome of all Woman- 
kind, and will tranſgreſs Nine Commandments to keep 
one, and to ſatisfie your ſealouſie I ſwear 

Hell. Oh, no ſwearing, dear Captain— | Aſide to him. 

Will. If it were poſſible, I ſhould ever be inclinꝰd to 
marry, it ſhould be ſome kind young Sinner, one that 
Has Generoſity enough to give a Favour handſomely to 
one that can ask it diſcreetly, one that has Wit enough 
to mannage an Intrigue of Love—Oh, how civil ſuch 
a Wench is, to a Man that does her the Honour to | 


” At; >< 


marry her. 


g Ang. By Heaven, there's no Faith in any thing he 
a ys. | | 
Enter 
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Euter Sebaſtian, 


Se baſt. Madam, Don Antonio 

Ang. Come hither. | 

Hell. Ha! Antonio ! he may be coming bither, and 
he'll certainly diſcover me, I'll therefore retire with-. 
out a Ceremony. [Exit Hellena. 

Ang. Lil ſee him, get my Coach ready. 

Sebaſt. It waits you, Madam. 4 

Will. This is lucky : What, Madam, now I may be 
gone, and leave you to the Enjoyment of my Riva: : 

Ang. Dull Man, thou canſt not ſee how ill, how poor 
that falſe Di ſſi mu lation looks be gone, 
And never let me ſee thy couzening Face again, 
Leſt I relapſe and kill thee. ; 

Will. Yes, vou can ſpare me now, farewel, till 
I'm glad of this Relaſe 


Now for my Gypſie: 

For tho” to worſe we change, yet ſtill we find 

New Joy's, new Charms, in a new Miſs that's kind. 

[Exit Wil 
Ang. He's gone, and in this Ague of my Soul 

The ſhivering Fit returns. 

Ob, with what willing Haſte he took his Leave. 

As if the longꝰd for Minute was arriv'd 

Of ſome bleſt Aſſignation. 

In vain I have conſulted all my Charms, 

In vain this Beauty priz'd, in vain believ'd 

My Eyes could kindle any laſting Fires ; 

I had forgot my Name, my Infamy, 

And the Reproach that Honour lays on thoſe 


That dare pretend a ſober Paſſion here. 


Nice Reputation, tho' it leave behind 
More Virtues than inhabit where that dwells. 
Yet that once gone, thoſe V irtues ſhine no more. 


| —— [Then ſince I am not tit to be belov'd, 


I am reſolv*d to think on a Revenge 
On him that ſooth'd me thus to my Undoinz. [ Exit. 
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SCENE III. A Street. 


Enter Florinda and Valeria in Habits different from 
what they have been ſeen in. 


Flor. Weber happily eſcap'd, and yet I tremble ſtill. 

Val. A Lover and fear! whe, I am but half an one, 
and yet I have Courage for any Attempt : Would Hel. 
lena were here, I wou'd fain have had her as deep in 
this Miſchief as we, ſhe'll fare but ill elſe, I doubt. 

Flor. She pretended a Viſit to the Auguſtine Nuns, 
but I believe ſome other Deſign carried her out, pray 
Heaven we light on her. 

—— Prithee what didſt do with Callis ? 

Val. When I ſaw no Reaſon wou'd do good on her, 
I follow?®d her into the Wardrobe, and as ſhe was look- 
ing for ſomething in a great Cheſt, I topled her in by 
the Heels, ſnatcht the Key of the Appartment where 
vou were confin'd, lockt her in, and left her bawling 
for Help. 

Flor. Tis well you reſolve to follow my Fortunes, 
for thou dareſt never appear at home again after ſuch 
an Action. 

Val. That's according as the young Stranger and I 
ſhall agree but to our Buſineſs — I deliver'd 
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your Letter, your Note to Belvile, when I got out 


under Pretence of going to Maſs, I found him at his 


Lodging; and believe me, it came ſeaſonably, for never 
was Man in ſo deſperate «a Condition: I told him of 
your Reſolution of making your Eſcape to Day, if 
Your Brother would be abſent long enough to permit 
vou; if not, to die rather than be Antonio's. 

Flor. Thou ſhouꝰdſt have told him I was confin*d to 
my Chamber upon my Brother's Suſpicion, that the 
Bu ſineſs on the Molo was a Plot laid between him and I. 

Val. 1 faidall this, and told him your Brother was 
now gone to his Devotion, and he reſolves to viſit every 
Church till he find him, and not only undeceive him 
in t hat, but careſs him ſo as ſhalldelay his Return home. 

Flor. Oh Heavens ! he's here, and Belvile with him 


too! [Tiey put on their Vixar ds. | 
5 | Enter 
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Enter Don Pedro, Belvile, and Willmore. Belvile 
and Don Pedro ſeeming in ſerious Diſcour ſe. 
Val. Walk boldly by them, and 11 come at diſtance, 


leſt he ſuſpect us. | 


[ She walks by them, and looks back on them. 

Will. Ha! a Woman, and of an excellent Mein. 

Ped. She throws a kind Look back on you. 

Vill. Death, tis a likely Wench, and that kind 

Look ſhall not be caſt away——P1 follow her. 

Belv. Prithee do not. 

Will. Do not, by Heavens to the Antipodes, with 
fuch an Invitation. | She goes out, and Will. follows her. 

Belv. *Tis a mad Fellow for a Wench. . 

Enter Frederick. 

Fred. Oh, Colonel, ſuch News! 

Helv. Prithee what? 

Fred. News that will make you laugh in ſpite of 
Fortune. | 

Belv. What, Blunt has had ſome damn'd Trick put 
upon him, cheated, bang'd or clapt ? 

Fred. Cheated, Sir, rarely cheated of all but his Shirt 
ang Drawers; the unconſcionable Whore too, turnꝰd 
him out before Confummation, ſo that tra ver ſinz the 
Streets at Midnight, the Watch found him in this 

Freſco, and conducted him home: By Heaven, tis ſuch 
a Sie ht, and yet I durſt as well been hang*d as lauzht 
at him, or pity him, he beats all that do but ask him 
a Queſtion, and is in ſuch an Humour. 

Pedro. Who is*t has met with this ill Uſage, Sir? 

Belv. A Friend of ours, whom you muſt ſee for 
Mirth's ſake. | 
ll employ him to give Florinda Time for an Eſcape. 


[ Afide. 

Pedro. What is he ? 

Belv. A young Countryman of ours, one that has 
been educated at ſo Plentiful a Rate, he yet never 
knew the Want of Money, and twill be a great Jeft to 
ſee how ſimpl y he*11 look without it; for my Part 111 


lend him none, and the Rogue knows not how to put 


on a borrowing Face, and ask firſt, 111 let him ſee how 
(©: good 
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good tis to play our Parts whilſt I play his——pri- 
thee, Frederick, do you go home and keep him in that 
Poſture till we come. | Excunt. 

Enter Florinda from the farther End of the Scene, 

looking behind her. 

Flor. I am follow'd ſtill ha my Brother too 
advancing this Way, good Heavens defend me from be- 
ing ſeen by him. [ She goes off. 

Enter Willmore, and after him Valeria at a little 

Diſtance. 


Will. Ah! there ſhe ſails, ſhe looks back as ſhe 
were willing to be boarded, I'll warrant her a Prize. 


| He goes out, Valeria following, 


Exter Hellena juſt as he goes out, with a Page. 


Hell. Ha! is not that my Captain that has a Woman 
in Chaſe ? 
People at a Diſtance, and bring me an Account where 
they go in——T'i1 find his Haunts, and plague him 
every where Ha my Brother 
f Belv. Will. azd Pedro cro/s the Stage Hell. runs off 


Tie Scene changes to another Street. Enter Florinda. 


Flor. What ſhall I do, my Brother now purſues me, 
Will no kind Pow 'r protect me from his Tyranny ? 
Ha, here's a Door open, F'll venture in, ſince 
nothing can. be worſe than to fall into his Hands, my 
Life and Honour are at ſtake, and my Neceflity has no 
Choice. [ She goes in, 


Enter Valeria and Hellena's Page pee ping after Flor. | 


Page. Here ſhe went in, I ſhall remember this Houſe, 
[ Exit. 
Val. This is Belvile's Lodging; ſhe's gone in as rea- 
dily as if ſhe knew it ha—— here's that mad Fel- 
tow again, I dare not venture in 


Opportunity. [ Coes afide, 
Enter Willmore gazing about him. | 


Will. T have loſt her hereabouts———Pox on't. ſhe ' 


muſt not ſca pe me ſo. [ Coes out. 
| Scene 


"tis not Angellica : Boy, follow thoſe. 


f Ex Page. : 


I'll watch my | 
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Scene changes to Blunt' Chamber, diſcovers him ſitting 


on a Couch, in his Shirt and Drawers, reading. 

Blunt. So, now my Mind's a little at Peace, fince I 
have reſolv'd Revenge a Pox on this Taylor tho“, 
for not bringing home the Cloaths I beſpoke; and a 
Pox of all poor Cavaliers, a Man can never keep a ſpare 
Suit for em; and I ſhall have theſe Rogues come in 
and find me naked, and then I'm undone; but I'm 
reſolv d to arm my ſelf ——- the Rafcals ſhall not in- 
ſult over me too much. 

[ Puts on an old ruſty Sword and Buff Belt. 
No, how like a Morrice-Dancer 1 am equipt 
———- fine Lady-like Whore to cheat me thus, with- 
out affording me a Kindneſs for my Money, a Pox 
light onher, I ſhall never be reconcil'd to the Sex more ; 
ſhe has made me as faithleſs as a Phyſician, as uncha- 


ritable as a Church-man, and as ill-natur'd as a Poet. 


Oh how I'll uſe all Womankind hereafter ! what wou'd 
I give to have one of *em within my Reach now ! any 


| Mortal thing in Petticoats, kind Fortune, ſend me ! 


and I?11 forgive thy laſt Night's Malice here's a 
curſed Book too, (a warning to all young Travellers) 
that can inftrut me how to prevent ſuch Miſchiefs 
now 'tis too late: Well, 'tis a rare convenient thing to 


Tread a little now and then, as well as hawk and hunt. 


Ts [ Sits down again and reads. 
Enter to him Florinda. 


Flor. This Houſe is haunted ſure; *tis well fur- 
niſh'd and no living thing inhabits it 


dancer, or Fencing-maſter; I tremble now for 
fear, and yet I muit venture now to ſpeak to him 
Sir, if L may not interrupt your Meditations. 

Ee ſtarts up and gaze: 
what's here, are my Wiſhes granted? 


Blunt. Ha 


and is not that a the Creature? Sheartlikins tis! what 


wretched thing art thou ha ! 
Flor. Charitable Sir, you've told vour felf already 


hat Tam; a very wretched Maid, forc?*U by a ſtrang- 


unlucky Accident, to ſeek a Safety here 


And mutt be ruin'd, if you do not grant ir. Bia. 


G 3 
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Blunt. Ruin'd! is there any Ruin ſo inevitable ag 
that which now threatens thee ? doit thou know, mi. 
ſerable Woman! into what Den of Miſchiefs thou art 
falPn ? what Abyſs of Confuſton 
ſee ſomething in my Looks that frights thy guilty Soul, 


and makes thee wiſh to change that Shape of Woman 


for any humble Animal, or Devil? for thoſe were fafer 
for thee, and leſs miſchievous. 

Flor. Alas, what mean you, Sir? I muſt confeſs, 
vour Looks have ſomething in em makes me fear, 
but I beſeech you, as you ſeem a Gentleman, pity 
a harmleſs Virgin, that takes your Houſe for Sanctu- 
ary. 

Blunt. Talk on, talk on, and weep too, till my 
Faith return. Do, flatter me out of my Senſes again 
———a harmlefs Virgin with a Pox, as much one as 
t*other, Sheartlikins. Whe, what the Devil can 1 


not be ſafe in my Houſe for you, not in my Chamber; 


nay. even being naked too cannot ſecure me; this is 
an Im pudence greater than haus invaded me yet 
'Come no Reſiſtance. [Pullis her rudeh. 
Flor. Dare you be fo crucl? 
Blunt. Cruel, *Sheartlikins, as a Galley-Slave, or! 
Spaniſh Whore : Cruel, yes, I will kiſs and beat thee 


all over; kiſs and fee thee all over; thou ſhalt tie with |. 


me too, not that I care for the Enjoy ment, but to let 
thee ſee I have taken deliberated Malice to thee, and 
will be reveng'd on one Whore for the Sins of another; 
1 will ſmile and deceive thee, flatter thee, and beat 
thee, kiſs and ſwear, and lie to thee, imbrace thee and 
rob thee, as ſhedid me, fawn on thee, and ſtrip the 
flark naked, then hang thee out at my Window by the 
Heels, with a Paper of ſcurvy Verſes — to thy 
C 


Ereaſt, in Praiſe of Damnable Women ie, Com 
along. 


Flor. Alas! Sir, muſt I be facrific'd for the Crime! 


ef the moit infamous of my Sex, I never underſtoo 
the Sins you name. 


ha! doſt not 


— — 


Blunt. Do, perſwade the Fool yu love him, or that 
one of You can be juſt or honeſt; tell re I was not an 
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eaſie Coxcomb, or any ſtrange impoſſible Tale, it will 
be believ'd ſooner than thy falſe Showers of Proteſta- 
tions. A Generation of damn'd Hypocrites ! to flatter 
my very Cloaths from my Back! diſſembling Witches! 
are theſe the Returns you make an honeſt Gentleman, 
that truſts, believes, and loves you but if I be 
not even with ou come along — or I ſhall. 


[ Pulls her again, 
Enter Frederick. 


Fred. Ha! what's here to do? 

Blunt. Sheartlikins, Fred. I am glad thou art come, 
to be a Witneſs of my dire Revenge. 
Fred. What's this, a Perſon of Quality too, who is 
upon the Ramble to ſupply the Defetts of ſome grave, 
impotent Husband ? 

Blunt. No, this has another Pretence, ſome very 
unfortunate Accident brought her hither, to ſave a 
Life purſu'd by I know not who, or why, and forc'd 
to take ſanctuary here at Fools Haven. Sheartlikins, 
to me of all Mankind for Protection! Is the Aſs to be 
cajol'd again, think ye ? No, young one, no Prayers 
or Tears ſhall mitigate-my Rage; theretore. prepare 
for both my Pleaſures of Enjayment and Revenge, for 
I'm refolv'd to make up my Loſs here on thy Body; 
L'Il take it out in Kindneſs and in Beating. 

Fred. Now Miſtreſs of mine, what do you think. of 
this? 

Flor. I think he will not dares not be fo bar- 
barous. 


Fred. Have a. care, Blunt, ſhe fetcht a deep Sieh, 


_ the is inamour'd with thy Shirt and Drawers, ſhe'll 


{trip thee even of that; there are of her calling ſuch 
unconſcionable Zaggages, and ſuch dexterous Thieves, 
they'll flea a Man, and he ſhall ne'er miſs his Skin, till 
he feels the Cold. There was a Countryman of ours 
robb'd of a Row of Teeth whilſt he was ſleeping, which 
the Jilt made him buy again when he wak'd you 
fee, Lady, how little Reaſon we have totruſt you. 
Blunt. Sheartlikins, whe. this is moſt abominable. 
Flor. Some ſuch Devils there may be, but by all 


that's 
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that's holy, I am none ſuch ; I enter'd here to fave a 
Life in Danger. | 

Blunt. For no Goodneſs I warrant her. 

Fred. Faith, Damſel, you may een confeſs the plain 
Truth, for we are Fellows not to be caught twice in 


the ſame Trap. Look on that Wreck, a tite Veſſel 


when he ſet out of Haven, well trim'd and laden, and 
ſee how a Female Piccaroon of this Ifland of Rogues 
Has ſhatter'd him, and canſt thou hope for any Mercy ? 

Blunt. No, no, Gentlewoman, come along, *Sheart- 
likins, we muſt be better acquainted————we*ll both 
lie with her, and then let me alone to bang her. 

Fred. I'm ready to ſerve you in Matters of Revenge 
that has a double Pleaſure in't. 

Blunt. Well ſaid. You hear, little one, how you 
are condemn'd by publick Vote to the Bed within; 
there's no reſiſting your Deſtiny Sweet-heart. 


Flor. Stay, Sir, I have ſeen you with Belvile, an 
Engliſh Cavalier, for his fake uſe me kindly; you 
know him, Sir. 

Blunt. Belvile, whe yes, ſweetinz, we do know Bel- 
vile, and wiſh he were with us now, he's a Cormorant 
at Whore and Bacon, he'd have a Limb or two of thee, 
my V irgin-Pullet ; but tis no matter, we'll leave him 
the Bones to pick. 

Flor. Sir, if you have any Eſteem for that Belvile, 
I conjure you to treat me with more Gentleneſs, he'll 
thank you for the Juſtice, 


Fred. Harkey, Blunt, I doubt you are miſtaken in 
this Matter. 

Flor. Sir, if you find me not worth Belvile's Care, 
uſe me as you pleaſe, and that you may think I merit 
better Treatment than you threaten—pray take this 
Preſent [ Gives him a Ring, he looks on it. 

Blunt. Hum a Diamond! whe, *tis wonder- 


ful Virtue now that lies in this Ring, a mollify- 


ing Virtue. 'Sheartlikins. there is more perſwaſive 
Rhetorick in't than all her Sex can utter. 


Fred, I bezin to ſuſpe& ſomething ; and twould an- 
cer 


[ Pulls her. | 
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ger us vilely to be truſt up for a Rape upon a Maid of 
Quality, when we only believe we ruifle a Harlot. 

Blunt. Thou art a credulous Fellow, but Sheart- 
likins I have no Faith vet; whe, my Saint prattled as 
parlonſly as this does; ſhe gave me a Bracelet ton, a 
Devil on her but I ſent my Man to ſell it to Day for 
Neceſſaries, and it prov'd as counterfeit as her Vows 
of Love. 

Fred. However, let it reprieve her till we ſce Belvile. 

Blunt. That's hard, yet I will grant it. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Oh, Sir, the Colonel is juſt come in with his 
new Friend and a Spaniard of Quality, and talks of 
having you to Dinner with em. 

Blunt. *Shcartlikins, I'm undone———1I wou'd not 
ſee em for the World. Harkey, Fred. lock up the 


.| . Wench in your Chamber. 


Fred. Fear nothing, Madam, what e' re he threatens, 

you are ſafe whilft in my Hands. f Exit Fred. end Flor. 

Blunt. And, Sirrah upon your Life, ſay 

I'm not at home —or that I'm afleep—or—or any thing 
away — I'll prevent their coming this wav. 

| | Locks the Door, and Exeunt. 


—— 
— 


ACT „55 
SCENE Blunt's Chamber. 


After a great knocking at his Chamber Door, Enter 
Blunt /oftly, croſſing the Stage, in his Shirt ard 
Drawers as before. 


| Ned, Ned Blunt, Ned Blunt. [ Call within, 
Blunt. The Rogues are up in Arms, Sheartlikins, 
this Villainous Frederick has betray'd me, they have 

heard of my blefſed Fortune. 
Ned Blunt, Ned, Ned — | Calling and knocking within. 
Bely. Whe, he's dead, Sir, without diſpute * 
e 


' 
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he has not been ſeen to Day; let's break open the Door 
here Boy 

Blunt. Ha! break open the Door! *Sheartlikins, 
that mad Fellow will be as good as his Word. 

Belv. Boy, bring ſomething to force the Door. 

UA great Noiſe within, at the Door again, 

Blunt. So, now muit I ſpeak in my own Defence, I'll 
try what Rhetorick will do Hold hold, what 
do you mean, Gentlemen, what do vou mean? ; 

Belv. Oh Rogue, art alive, prithee open the Door 
and convince us. [ Within, 

Blunt, Yes, I am alive, Gentlemen but at pre- 
ſent a little buſie. 

Belv. How, Blunt grown a Man of Buſineſs, come, 
come, open and let's ſee this Miracle. Within, 

Blunt. No, no, no, Gentlemen, tis no great Buſi 
neſs but I am at 
'Sheartlikins, will you not allow a Man time te pray. 

Belv. Turn'd relivious ! a greater Wonder than ths 
firſt, therefore open quickly, or we ſhall unhinge, we 
ſhall. [ Within, 

Blunt. This won't do whe, harkey Colonel, 
to tell vou the plain Truth, I am about a neceflary 
Affair of Life, I have a Wench with me vou ap- 


prehend me. The Devil's in't if they be ſo uncivil as 


to diſturb me now. 

Vill. How, a Wench ! nay, then we muſt enter and 
partake. No Reſiſtance unleſs it be your Lady of 
Quality, and then we'll keep our Diſtance. 

Blunt. So, the Bus' neſs is out. 

Will. Come, come, lend's more Hands to the Decor 
no heave altogether —So, well done my Boys. — 


[ Breaks open the Door. 


Enter Belvile, Willmore, Fred. and Pedro. Blunt lock, 
fimply., they all laugh at him, he lays kis Hand on bis 
Sword, and comes up to Willmore. | 
Blunt. Harke, Sir, laugh out your laugh quickly, 

d'ye hear, and be gone, I ſhall ſpoilt your Sport elſe, 

*Sheartlikins Sir, I ſhall——— the Jeſt has been carried 

on too long——a Plague upon my Taylor [Afide 

111. 


my Devotion—— }_ 
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Will. 'Sdeath, how the Whore has dreſt him, Faith, 
Sir, I'm ſorry. 

Blunt. Are you fo, Sir, keep it to your ſelf then, 
Sir, I adviſe you, d*ye hear, for I can as little endure 
your Pity, as his Mirth. | Lays his Hand on his Sword. 

Belv. Indeed Willmore, thou wer't a little too rough 
with Ned Blunt's Miſtreſs; call a Perſon of Quality 
Whore? and one ſo young, ſo handſome, and ſo elo- 
quent ha! ha! hu! 

Blunt. Harkey Sir, you know me, and know I 
can be angry, have a care—— for 'Sheartlikins. I 


— 


— can fight too ——— l can, Sir — do you mark me 


no more 
Belo. Why ſo peeviſh, good Ned, ſome Diſa ppoint- 
ments I'll warrant W hat, did the jealous Count 
her Husband return juſt in the nick ? 
Blunt. Or the Devil, Sir - d'ye lauzh - [ They laugh. 


Look ye, ſettle me a good ſober Countenance, and that 


quickly too, or you ſhall know Ned Blunt is not. 

Bely. Not every Body, we know that. 

Blunt. Not an Aſs, to be laught at, Sir. 

Will. Unconſcionable Sinner, to bring a Lover fo 
near his Happineſs, a vigorous paſlionate Lover, and 
then not only cheat him of his Moveables, but his ve- 


y Deſires too. | 


Belv. Ay, Sir, a Miſtreſs is a Trifle with Blunt, 
he'll have a Dozen the next Time he looks abroad, 
his Eyes have Charms, not to be reſiſted, there 
needs no more than to expoſe that taking Perſon to the 
view of the Fair, and he leads em all in Triumph. 

Pedro. Sir, tho' I'm a Stranger to you, I'm aſham*'d 
at the Rudeneſs of my Nation; and cou'd you learn 


| who did it. wou'd aſſiſt you, to make an Example of em. 


wy- Wy 


e 


| Blunt. Why ay, there's one ſpeaks Senſe now, and 


| handſomely ; and let me tell you, Gentlemen, I ſhow'd 
not have ſhew'd my ſelf like a Jack Pudding thus, to 
| have made you Mirth, but that I have Revenge with- 
| In my Power; for know, I have got into my Poſſeſſion 
a Female, who had better have fall'n under any Curſe 


| than the Ruin I deſign her: *Sheartlikins, the _ 
te 
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ted me here in my own Lodgings, and had doubtleſy 
committed a Rape upon me, had not this Sword de- 
fended me. 

Fred. I know not that, but o'my Conſcience thou 


hadit raviſh'd her, had ſhe not redeem'd her ſelf with 


a Ring let's ſee it Blunt. | Blunt ſhews the Ring, 
Belv. Ha !——— -the Ring I gave Florinda when we 
exchang'd our Vows ———harkey Blunt 
[ Goes to whiſper to him. 

Will. No whiſpering, good Colonel, there's a Wo- 
man in the caſe; no whiſpering. 

Belv. Harkey, Fool, be advis'd, and conceal both 
the Ring and the Story for vour Reputation's ſake, do 
not let People know what deſpis'd Cullies we Enzpliſ 
are; to be cheated and abus'd by one Whore, and ano- 
ther rather bribe thee than be kind to thee, is an Infa- 


my to our Nation. 
Will. Come, come, where's the Wench, we'll ſee” 


her, let her be what ſhe will, we'll ſee her. 

Pedro. Ay, ay, let us ſee her, I can ſoon diſcover 
whether ſhe be of Quality, or for your Diverſion. 

Blunt. She's in Frederick's Cuſtody. 

Vill. Come, come, the Key. 

To Fred. wiio gives him the Key, they are going. 

Belv. Death! what ſhall I do 
Stay Gentlemen 
all, hold, let one go at once give me 
the Key. | 

Will. Nay, hold there, Colonel, I'll go firſt. 

Fred. Nay. no Diſpute, Ned and I have the Proprie- 
ty of her. 

Will. Damn Propriety 
[ Belv. goes to whiſper Will.] 


then we'll draw Cuts, 
nay, no Corruption, 


good Colonel, come the longeſt Sword carries her—— * 


[ They all draw, forgetting Don Pedro, who being 4 
Spaniard had the longeſt. 
Blunt. I yield up my Int'reſt to you, Gentlemen, and 
that will be Revenge ſuffie ent. 


Will. The Wench is yours Ct Pedro.) Pox of | 


his Toledo, I had forgot that. 


Fred. 


yet If I hinder ?em I ſhall diſcover 


It!) 5» © 
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Fred. Come, Sir, I'll conduct you to the Lady. 


[Exit Fred. and Pedro. 


Belv. To hinder him will certainly diſcover her 
[ Aſide. 
Do'ſt know, dull Beaſt, what Miſchief thou haſt done? 
[To Will. walking up and down out of Humour. 
Will. Ay, ay, to truſt our Fortune to Lots, a Devil 
en't, twas Madneſs, that's the Truth on't. 
Belv. Oh intollerable Sot ! 
Enter Florinda running mask'd, Pedro after ker, 
Willmore gazing round her. 
Flor. Good Heaven defend me from Diſcovery. 
[ Aſide. 
Pedre. *Tis but in vain to fly me, you're fallen to 
my Lot. 
Belv. Sure ſhe's undiſcover'd yet, but now I fear 
there is no wav to bring her off. 
Will. Whe, what a Pox is net this my Woman, the 
ſame I follow 'd but now? 
Pedro talking tv Florinda, who walks up ard dun. 
a edre. As if I did not know ye, and your Buſineſs 
ere. 
Flor, Good Heaven, I fear he does indeed— [ Aſide. 
Pedro. Come, pray be kind, I know you meant to be 
fo when you enter'd here; for theſe are proper Gentle- 
men. 
Will. But Sir——perhaps the Lady will not be im- 
pos'd upon, ſhe Il chuſe her Man. 
* I'm better bred than not to lea ve her Choice- 
ee. 
Enter Valeria, and is ſur prix d at the ſight of Don Pedro. 
Val. Don Pedro here ! there's no avoiding him. 


[ Afide 
Flor. Valeria ! then I'm undone [| Aſide. 
Val. Oh! havc I found you Sir : 


| [ To Pedro running to him. 
the ſtrangeſt Accident if I had Breath ——- 
to tell it. 
Pedro. Speak——is Florinda ſafe? Hellera well? 
Val. Ay, ay, Sir—Florinda—is ſafe - from any Fexrs 


ef you. H Pere. 
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Pedro. Why, where's Florinda ſpeak 

Val. Ay, where indeed, Sir, I wiſh I cou'd inform 
you, but to hold you no longer in doubt 

Flor. Oh, what will ſhe fay—— [ Aſide, 

Val. She's fled away in the Habit of one of her 
Pages, Sir but Callis thinks you may retrieve her 


yet, if you make haſte away; ſhe'll tell you, Sir, the 


reſt——if you can find her out. [ Aſide, 
Pedro. Diſhonourable Girl, ſhe has undone my Aim. 
5 ir, ou ſee my Neceſſity of leaving you, and 
Hope you'll pardon it; my Siſter I know will make her 
Flight to you; and if ſhe do, I ſhall expe&t ſhe ſhou'd 
be render'd back. 
Belv. I ſhall conſult my Love and Honour, Sir. 
[ Exit Pedro. 
Flor. My dear Preſerver, let me embrace thee. 
[ T9 Valeria. 
Will. What the Devil's all this ? 
Blunt. Myſtery by this Light. 
Val. Come, come, make haſte and get vour ſelves 
married quickly; for your Brother will return again. 
Bely. I'm ſoſurpriz'd with Fears and Jors.ſo amaz'd 
to find you here in Safetv, I can ſcarce perſwade my 
Heart into a Faith of what I fee 
Vill. Harkev, Colonel, is this that Miſtreſs who has 


coſt you ſo many Sighs, and me ſo many Quarrels with 


vou ? 
Belv. It i pray give him the Honour of your 
Hand, [ Florinda. 


il. Thus it muſt be receiv'd then. | 
[ Kneels and kiſſes er Hand. 
And with it give your Pardon too, 


thing. 
Will. Death, wou'd I might, *tis a ſurprizinz Beau- 
tv. [ Afide. 
Belv. Boy, run and fetch a Father inſtantly. 


[ F xit Boy. , 


Fred. So, now do I ſtand like a Dog, and have not a 
Sylable to plead my own Cauſe with. By this Hand, 
| Madam, 


Flor. The Friend to Belvile may command me any | 


| 
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Madam. I was never throughly confounded before, nor 
all Jever more dare look up with Confidence, till 
vou are pleas'd to pardon me. 

Flor. Sir, I'll be reconcil'd to you on one Condition, 
that you'll follow the Example of your Friend, in 
marrvinz a Mid that docs not hate you, and whoſe 
Fortune (I believe) will not be unwelcome to you, 

Fred. Madam, had I no Inclinations that way, I 
ſnou'd obey vour kind Commands. 

Helv. Who Fred. marrv. he has ſo few Inclinations 
for womankind, that had he been poſſeſt of Paradice, 
he mizht have continu d there to this Day, if no Crime 
but Love cou'd have diſ-inherited him. 

Fred. Oh, I do not uſe to boait of my Intrigues. 

Belv. Boaſt, whe, thou doit nothing but boaſt ; ani 
I dare ſwear, wer't thou as Innocent from the Sin of 
the Grape, as thou art from the Apple, thou might'ſt 
yet claim that Right in Eden which our firſt Parents 
loſt by too much Loving. 


Fred. I wiſh this Lady would think me ſemodett a Main 
Val. She wou d be forry then, and not like you half 
ſy well, and I ſhould be loth to break my Word with 
you, which was, that if your Friend and mine agreed, 
it ſhou'd be a Match between you and I. 
£ ( Sie r:ives him her Hand. 
Fred. Ecar witneſs, Colonel, "tis a Bargain. 
{ Kiſſes her Hund. 
F/,nt, I havea Pardon to beg too, but ?Sheartlikins, 
[ am to out of Countenance, that I'm a Doz if I can 
lav an thing to purpoſe. [To Florinda- 
Flor. Sir, I heartily forgive you all. 
Blunt. That's nobly ſaid, ſweet Lady Belvile, 
prithee preſent her her Ring again; for I find I have 
not Courase to approach her my ſelf. 
{ Gives aim the Rivg, he gives it te Florinda. 
Enter Boy. 
| Boy. Sir. I have brought the Father that vou ſent for, 
Rely. "Tis well, and now, my dear Flarinda, let's 
fle to comple it that mighty Toy we have ſo long wiſh'd 
ani ſizh' for: Come Fred. you 'l follow'?, 
H 2 Fred. 
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Fred. Your Example, Sir; twas ever my Ambition 
in War, and muſt be ſo in Love. 
Vill. And muſt not I fee this juzgling knot ty'd? 
Belv. No, thou ſhalt do us better Service, and be 
vur Guard, left Don Pedro's ſudden Return interrupt 
the Ceremony. 
71¹. Content I'll ſecure this Paſs. 
| Exit. Belvile, Florinda, Frederick and Valeria. 
Enter Boy. | 
Boy. Sir, there's a Lady without wou'd ſpeak to 
zou. | [ To Willmore. 
Vill. Conduct her in, I dare not quit my Poſt. 
Boy. And Sir, your Taylor waits you in your Cham- 


ber. 
Blunt. Some Comfort yet, I ſhall not dance naked at 
the Wedding. [Exit Blunt and Boy. 


Enter again the Boy, conducting in Angellica ina . 


Ma/quing Habit and a Vizard. Willmore runs to her. 

Will. This can be none but my pretty Gypſie 

Oh, I ſee you can follow as well as fly Come, 

confeſs thy ſelf the moſt malicious Devil in Nature; 

you think you have done my Buſineſs with Angellica— 
Ang. Stand off, baſe VilliiIn ————— 

{ She draws a Piſtol, and holds it to his Breaſt. 


Will. Ha! tis not ſhe ! Who art thou? and what's 


thy Puſineſs ? 
Ang. one thou has injur'd, and who comes to kill 
_ thee for't. 
Will. What the Devil canſt thou mean? 
Ang. By all my Hopes to kill thee [ Holds ſtill 
Fr Piftol to his Breaſt, he going back, ſhe following 
ill. 


Will. Prit hee on what Acquaintance; for I know - 


thee not. 
Ang. Pehold this Face - ſo loſt to thy Remembrance, 

And then call all thy Sins about thy Soul, 

1 1 [ Pulls off her Vixard. 

And let em die with thee. 
Will. Angellica ! 


Ang 


| 
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Ang. Yes, Traytor, 
Does not thy guilty Blood run ſhivering thro' thy Veins? 
Haſt thou no Horror at this Sight, that tells thee 
Thou hait not long to boaſt thy ſhameful Conqueſt ? 
Will. Faith, no, Child, my Blood keeps its old Ebb 
and Flows till, and that uſual Heat too, that cou'd 
oblige thee with a Kindneſs, had I but Opportunity. 
Ang. Devil ! doit wanton with my Pain have at 
thy Heart. 
Will. Hold. dear Virigo ! hold thy Hand u little, 
I am not now at leiſure to be kill'd - hold and hear me 
Death, I think ſhe's in earnet?. | Afide. 
Ang. Oh, if I take not heed ORE. 
My coward Heart will leave me to his Mercy. 
[ Afide, turning from him 
—What have you, Sir, to ſay? but ſhould I hear thee. 
Thoud?it talk away all that is brave about me: 
| [ Fullowws kim with the Piſtol to his Breaſt 
And I have vow'd thy Death, by all that's ſacred. 
Will. Whe, then there's an End of a proper handſome 
Fellow, 
That mizht have liv'd to have done goed Service yet; 
That's all I can ſay tot. 
Ang. Yet I wou'd give thce time for — 
Penitence. [ Pauſins ly, 
Fill. Faith, Child, I thank God, I have ever took 
Cire to lead a ood ſober, hopefal Life, and am of a 
[ Religion 
That teaches me to believe, I ſhall depart in Peace. 
ig. Sowill the Devil! Tell me 
How mans poor believing Fools thou haſt undone ? 
How many Hearts thou haſt betray'd to Ruin? 
Vet theſeare little Miſchiels to the I11s 
Thou'ſ taught mine to commit; thou'ſt taught itLove. 
Mil. Egad, 'twas ſhrewdly hurt the while. 
Any, Loe, that has rob'd it of it's Unco mo, 
Of all that pride that tauzht me how to value it, 


And in its Room 


ve Paſſion was convey'd, f 
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That made me humbly bow, which I ne're did 
To any thing but Heaven. 
Thou, perjur'd Man, didſt this, and with thy Oaths, 
Which on thy Knees thou didit devoutly make, 
Soften*d my yielding Heart—and then, I was a Slave 
Yet ſtill had been content to've worn my Chains, 
Worn 'em with Vanity and Joy far ever, 
Hadſt thou not broke thoſe Vows that put them on. 
"Twas then I was undone, 
\ All this while follows him with the Piſtol to his Breaſt. 
Will. Broke my Vows ! whe, where haſt theu liv'd? 
Amongſt the Gods? for I never heard of mortal Man 
That has not broke a thouſand Vows. 
Ang. Oh Impudence ! 


Will. Angellica! that Beauty has been too long 
[ tempting, 
Not to have made a thouſand Lovers languiſh, 
Who in the amorous Fever. n doubt have ſworn 

Like me: Did they all die in that Faith? ftill Adoring ? 
4 do not think they did. 

Ang. No, faithleſs Man, had I repaid their Vows, 
as I did thine, I wou'd have kill'd the Ungrateful that 
Had abandon'd me. 

Will. This Old General has quite ſpoil'd thee, no- 
thing makes a Woman fo vain, as being flatter'd ; your 
old Lover ever ſupplies the Defects of Age with intol- 
terable Dotage, vaſt Charge, and that which you call 
Conſtancy ; and attributing all this to your own Me- 
rits, you domineer, and throw your Favours in's Teeth, 
upbraiding him (till with the Defects of Age, and 
Cuckold him as of en as he deceives your Expectations. 
Put the gay, young, brisk Lover, that brings his e- 
qual Fires, and can give you Dart for Dart, will be 
as nice as you ſometimes. 


Ang. All this thou'ſt made me know, for which I 


[ hate thee. 
Had I remain'd in innocent Security, | 
I ſhouw*d have thought all Men were born my Slaves, 
And worn my Pow'r like Lightening in my Eyes, 
Te have deftroy'd at Pleaſure when offended; 


Rut 
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hut when Love held the Mirror, the undeceiv- 


[ ing Glaſs 

RefleRed all the Weakneſs of my Soul, and made me 
[ know 
My richeſt Treaſure being loſt, my Honour, 
All the remaining Spoil could not be worth 
The Conqueror's Care or Value. | 
— Oh, how I fell, like a long worſhip'd Idol, 
Diſcovering all the Cheat. 
Wou'd not the Incence and rich Sacrifice, 
Which blind Devotion offer'd at my Altars, 
Have fallen to thee ? 
Wh wou'dit thou then deſtroy my fancy'd Pow'r. 

Will. By Heaven, thou'rt brave, and I admire thee 


[ ftrangely. 


I wiſh F were that dull, that conſtant thing 
Which thou wou'dſt have, and Nature never meant me: 
I muſt, like cheerful Birds, fing in all Groves, 


And perch on every Bough, 


Billing the next kind ſhe that flies to meet me; 
Yet after all couꝰd build my Neſt with thee. 
Thither repairing when I'd lov'd my Round, 
And till reſerve a tributary Flame. 


——To gain your Credit, I'll pay back your Charity, 


- And be oblig'd for nothing but for Love. 


[Offers her a Purſe of Gold. 
Ang. Oh that thou wert in earneſt! 


So mean a Thought of me, 
Wou'd turn my Rage to Scorn, and I ſhou'd pity thee, 
And give thee leave to live, | 
Which for the publick Safety of our Sex, 
And my own private Injuries I dare not do. 
Prepare [ Follows ſtill as S; fore. 
I will no more be tempted with Replies. 
Will. Sure x 


Ang. Another Word will damn thee ! I've heard thee 
talk too long. 
[ She follows him with the Piſtol ready to ſhoot 5 he re- 
tires ſtill amax. d. Enter Don Antonio, his Arm 
in 4 Scarf, and lays hold en the Piſtol, 


Ant. 


Fg 


86 The ROVER; G, 


Ant. Hz! Angellica ! 
Ang. Antonio ! what Devil brought thee hither ? 
Ant. Love and Curioſity, ſeeing your Coach at Door. 
Let me diſarm you of this unbecoming Inſtrument of 
Death——{ Takes away the Piftol.] amongſt the Num- 
ber of your Slaves, was there not one worthy the Hon- 
our to have fought your Quarrel ? 
Who are you, Sir, that are ſo very wretched 
To merit Death from her ? 
Vill. One, Sir, that cou'd have made a better End 
of an amorous Quarrel without you, than with you. 
Ant. Sure 'tis ſome Rival Ha- the very Man 
took down her Picture Yeſterday 
that ſet on me laſt Night bleſt Opportunity 
[Offers to ſhoot hin. 
Ang. Hold, you're miſtaken, Sir. 
Ant. By Heaven, the very ſame ! 
ir, what Pretenſions have you to this Lady? 
Will Sir, I do not uſe to be examin'd, and am ill at 
all Diſputes but this ——{ Dr «ws. Ant. offers to /hovt. 
Ang. Oh hold! you fee he's arm'd with certain 
Death. [ To Willmore. 
And you, Antonio, I command you hold, 
By all the Paſſion you've ſo lately vow'd me. 
Enter Don Pedro, /ccs Antonio, and ſtays. 


Pedro. Ha! Antonio ! and Anzellica / Aide. N 


Ant. When I refuſe Obedience to your Will, 
May you deſtroy me with your Mortal hate. 
By all that's Holy I adore you ſo, 
That even my Rival, who has Charms enough 
To make him fall a Victim to my Jealoulie 
Shall live, nay, and have leave to love on ſtill. 
Pedro. What's this I hear ? [ 4fde. 


Ang. Ah thus! 'twas thus he talk'd and I believ'd. 


[ Puir.ting te W ill more. 
., nio, yeſterday, 
I'd not have ſold my Intereſt in his Heart, 
For all the Sword has won and loſt in Battle: 
—}ut now to ow my utmoſt of Contempt, 


the very ſame 
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I give thee Life which if thou wou'dit preſerve, 
Live where my Eyes ma never icc thee more; 
Live to undo ſome one, whoſe Soul may prove 
So bravely conttant to revenge my Love. 
[Goes out, Ant. fo!lows, Sut Pedro pulls him back. 

Pedro. Antonio ſtay— — 

Ant. Don Pedro! 

Pedro. What Coward Fear was that preveated thee 
From meeting me this Morning on the Molo? 

Ant. Mect thee ! 

Pedro. Yes, me; I was the Man that dar'd thee 


; to't. 


Ant. Haſt thou ſo often ſeen me fight in War, 
To find no better Cauſe to excu'e my Abſence ? 
I ſent my Sword, and one to do thee Right, 
Finding my ſelf uncapable to uſe a Sword. 

Pedro. But *twas Florinda's Quarrel that we fought 


And you to ſhew how little you eſteem'd her, 


Sent me your Rival, giving him your Int'reſt. 
hut I have found the Cauſe of this Affront, 
And when I meet you fit for the Diſpute, 
— 1 l tell you my Reſentment. 
Ant. I ſhall be ready, Sir, e're long to do you Reaſon. 
[Exit Antonio. 


Pedro. If I cou'd find Flor; na, now whilſt my Anger's 


[ high, 


| I think I ſhou'd be kind, and give her to Belvile in 


| Revenge. 
Will. Faith, Sir, I know not what you wou'd do, but 


| I believe the Prieſt within has been ſo kind. 


Pedro. How ! my Siſter married? | 
Will. I hope by this Time he is, and bedded too, or 


he has not my Longings about him. 


Pedro. Dares he do this ? Does he not fear my Pow'r ? 
Will. Faith not at all; if you will go in, and thank 
him for the Favour he has done your Siſter, ſo, if not, 
Sir, my Power is greater in this Houſe than yours, I 
have a damn'd ſurly Crew here, that will keep you 
till the next Tide, and then clap you on board for Prize; 


my Ship lies but a League off the Molo, and we ſhall 


ſhow 


— 
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ſhow your Donſhip a damn'd Tramontana Rover's 
Frick. 
Enter Belvile. 

Belv. This Rozue's in ſome new Miſchief: 
Pedro return'd ! 

Pedro. Colonel Belvile, I hear you have marricd 
my Sitter. 

Helv. You have heard Truth then, Sir. 

Pedro. Have I ſo; then, Sir, I with you Joy. 

Belv. How ! 

Pedro. By this Embrace I do, and I am glad on't. 

Belv. Are you in earneſt ? 

Pedre, By our long Friendſhip, and my Obligations 
to thee, I am; the ſudden Change I'll zive you Rea- 

[ ſons for anon. 
Come, lead me to my Siſter, that ſhe may know 
I now approve her Choice. | Ex. Belvile and Pedro, . 

Willmore goes to follow them. Enter Hellena «s be- 

1 in Boys Cloat hs, and pulls him back. 

1. Ha! my Gypſie: now a thouſand Bleſ- 
fings on thee for this Kindneſs; Egad, Child, I was 
een in Deſpair of ever ſeeing thee again: My Friends 
are all provided for within, each Man his kind Woman. 

Hell. Ha! I thought they had ſerv'd me ſome fuch 
Trick. : 

ill. And I was een reſolv'd to go aboard, and con- 
demn my ſelf to my lone Cabin, and Thoughts of thee. 

Hell. And could you have left me behind; would 
vou have been ſo ill natur'd ? 

Will. Whe, twould have broke my Heart, Child 
but fince we are met again, I detie fou! Weather to 
Part us. 0 

Hell. And wou'd you be a faithful Friend, now, if 
a Maid ſhou'd truft you? 

Will. For a Friend I-cannot promiſe. thou art of a 
Form ſo excellent, a Face and Humour too good for 
cold dull Friendſhip ; I am parlouſly afraid of being in 
Love, Child, and you have not forgot how ſeverely 
vou have us'd me? | Hell 

Clin 
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Hell. That's all one, ſuch Uſage you mult fill look 
for, to find out all your Haunts, to rail at you to all 
that Love vou, till I have made vou love onlv me in 
your own Defence, becauſe no Body elſe will love vou. 

Will. Put haſt thou no better Quality to recom» 
mend thy ſelt by. 

Hell. Faith, none. Captain whe, twill be the 
greater Charity to take me for thy Miſtre's. I am a 
lone Child, a Kind of Orphan-Lover, and why I hou'd 
die a Maid, and in a Captain's Hands too, I do not un- 
derſtand. 

Will. Ezad. I was never claw'd away with Froad- 
ſides from a Female before: Thou haft one Vertne I 
adore, good Nature. I hate a cov demure Miſtreſs, 
ſhe's as troubleſome as a Colt, III breik none; no, 
give mea mad Miſtreſs when mcw'd, and in flying on, 
I dare truſt upon the Wing, that whilſt the's kind will 
come to the Lure. 

Hell. Nay, as kind as you will, good Captain, 
whilſt it laſts, but let's loſe no Time. 

Will. My Time's as precious to me as thine can be, 
therefore, dear Creature, fince we are ſo well ae reed, 
let's ret ire to my Chamber, and if ever thou wert treat- 
ed with ſuch ſavory Love! come my Bed's 
prepar'd for ſuch a Gueſt, all clean and ſweet as thy 
fair ſelf; I love to ſteal a Niſh and a Bottle with a 
Friend, and hate long Graces——come let's retire and 
fall too. 

Hell. Tis but getting my Conſent, and the Bus'neſs 
is ſoon done; let but old Gaffer Hymnen and his Prieſt 
ſay Amen to't, and 1 dare lay mv Mother's Daughter 
by as proper a Fellow as your Father's Son, without 
Fear or bluſhing. 

Will. Hold, hold, no Bugg-Words, Child, Prieſt and 
Hymen, prithee add Hangman to ?*em to make up the 
Conſort no, no, we'll hase no Vows but Love, 


Child, nor Witneſs but the Lover; the kind Deity en- 
Joyns naught but Love ! and injoy ! Hymen and Prieſt 
wait ſtill upon Portion and Joynture; Love and Beau- 
ty have their own Ceremonies ; Marriage is as certain 
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a Bane to Love, as lending Money is to Friendſhip ; 
I'll neither ask nor give a Vow tho' I cou'd be 
content to turn Gypilie, and become a left-handed Bride. | 
groom, to have the Pleaſure of working that preat | | 
Miracle of making a Maid a Mother, if you durſt ven- 
ture; 'tis upſe Gypſie that, and if I miſs, I'll loſe my 
Labour, 

Hell. And if you do not loſe. what ſhall I get? a | * 
Cradle full of Noiſe and Miſchief, with a Pack of Re- | - 
1 at my Pack? Cun vou teach me to weave 

ncle to piſs my Time with? 'Tis upſe Gvpſie that too. 

Will. I can teach thee to weave a true Lover's Knot | © 
better. wr 

Hell. So can my Dor. 

ill. Well, I fee we are both upon our Guards, and 
I ſee there's no Way to conquer good Nature, but by 
vieldinz, here give me thy Hand one kiſs | 
and I am thine | NG 0 

Hell. One Kiſs! how like my Page he ſpeaks; Iam 
reſolv*d you ſhall have none, for asking ſuch a ſneak- 
ing Sum He that will be ſatisfied with one Kiſs, 
will never die of that Longing : Good Friend Single- 
Kiſs, is all your Talking come to this ?——a Kiſs, a 
Caudle ! Farewel Captain Sinzle-Kiſs. 

[ Going out, he ſtays ker. 

Will. Nay, if we part fo, let me die like a Bird upon 
a Bough, at the Sheriff's Charge. By Heav'n, both the 
Indies ſhall not buy thee from me: I adore thy Hu- 
mour and will marry thee, and we are ſo of one Hu- 
mour, it muſt be a Bargain give me thy Hand — 

| | [ Kiſſes her Hand. 
And now let the blind ones ( Love and Fortune) do | 
their worſt. 

Hell. Whe, God-a-mercy, Captain! 

Will. But harkey the Bargain is now made ; but 
is it not fit we ſhou*dTnow each other's Names? that 
when we have Reaſon to curſe one another hereafter | 
(and People ask me who 'tis I give to the Devil) I 
may at leaſt be able to tell what Family you came of 


Cauſe, 
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Hell. Good Reaſon, Captain; and where I have 
Cauſe, (as I doubt not but I ſhall have plentiful) that 
| I may know at whom to throw my Ble ſſinzs . 

I beſeech ye your Name. 

Will. 1 am call'd Robert the Conſtant. 

Hell. A very fine Name. Pray was it your Faulk- 
ner or Butler that chriſten'd you? Do they not uſe 
to whiſtle when they call you? 

Pill. T hope you have a better, that a Man mav 


name without crofling himſelf, you are ſo merry with 
mine. 


= Hell. I am call'd Helle na the Inconſtant. 


Enter Pedro, Belvile, Florinda, Frederick and Valeria. 
Pedro. Ha! Hellena / 
Flor. Hellena ! 
Hell. The very ſame———Ha, my Brother! Now, 


; 


% Captain, ſhew your Love and Courage; ſtand to your 


Arms, and defend me bravely, or I am loſt for ever. 
Pedro. What's this I hear, falſe Girl | How came 
rou hither, and what's your Buſineſs? Speak. 
[ Goes roughly t9 her, 
Vill. Hold off, Sir, you have Leave to parly only. 
[ Puts him/elf b:tween. 
Hell. I had e'en as good tell it, as you gueſs it: 
Faith, Brother, my Buſineſs is the ſame with all lie- 
ing Creatures of my Age, to love and be belov'd, and 
here's the Man. 


deceiv'd thy ſelf and Heaven. 

Hell. Tis time enough to make my Peace with that; 
de you but kind, let me alone with Heaven. 
Pedro. Belvile, I did not expect this talfe Plav from 


' Þ you; wasꝰt not enough you gain'd Florida (which I 


pardon'd) but your lewd Friends too mutt be enrich'd 
with the Spoils of a Noble Family ? 

_ Selvp, Faith, Sir, Iam as much ſurpriz'd at this as 
| vou can be: Yet, Sir, my Friends are Centlemen, and 
' dught to be eſteem'd for their Misfortunes, fince they 
| have the Glory to ſuffer with the belt of Men and 

1 Kings 


Pedro. Pertidious Maid, haſt thou deceiv'd me too, 
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Kinzs; 'tis true, he's a Rover of Fortune, 
Yet a Prince aboard his little Wooden World. 

Pedro. What's this to the Maintenance of a Woman 
of her Birth and Quality. 

Will. Faith, Sir, I can boaſt of nothing but a Sword, 
which does me Right where e're I come, and has de- 
fended a worſe Cauſe than a Womin' s, and ſince 1 
lov'd her before I cither knew her Birth or Name, I 
mutt purſue my Reſolution, and marry her. 

Pedro. And is all your holy Intent of becoming a 
Nun debauch'd into a Deſire of Man? 

Hell. Whe, T have conſider'd the matter, Bro- 
ther, and find the Two Hundred thouſand Crowns my 
Uncle leit me (and vou cannot keep from me) will be 
better laid out in Love thin in Religion, and turn to as 
cog an Account et moſt Voices carry it, For 
Heaven or the Captain ? 

All cry. A Captain! a Captain! 

Heli. Look ve, Sir, 'tis a clear Caſe, 

Petro. Oh I am mad if I refuſe, my Life's in 
Danzer —— [ Aſide. 
Come there's one Motive induces me 
tixe her — I ſhall now be free from Fears of her Ho- 
nour, guard it vou how if you can, I've been a Slave 
to't long enough. [ Gives her to him. 

Will. Faith, Sir, I am of a Nation, that are of opi- 
n'ona Woman's Honour is not worth zuarding when 
ſhe has a mind to part with it. 

Hell. Well ſaid, Captain. 

Pedro. This was vour Plot, Miſtreſs, but I hope 
von have married one that will revenge mv NO to 
you [ To Valeria. 

Ya'. There's no alterinz Deſt inv, Sir. 

£:7ro. Sooner than a Woman's Will; therefore I for- 
ive vou all and with you may get my Father's 
Pardon as ealily ; which 1 fear. 

Enter Hlunt dr-ſt in a Spaniſh Habit, lookire very 

ridicalos fly, his Man adjuſting his Band, 

Man. "Tis very well, Sir 


Blunt 


* 


„ = 


Wesen 


— 
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Blunt. Well, Sir, Sheartlikins, I tell vou 'tis dam- 
nable ill, Sir, a Spaniſh Habit, good Lord! Cou'd 
the Devil and my Taylor deviſe no other Puniſhment 
for me, but the Mode of a Nation I abominate ? 

Blunt. What's the matter Ned ? 

Belv. Pray view me round, and judge 

Turns round. 

Blunt. I muft confeſs thou art a kind of an odd Figure. 

Belv. In a Sganiſi Habit, with a Vengeance! I had 
rather be in the Inquiſition for Judaiſm, than in this 
Doublet and Precches, u Pillorv were an eaſie Coller to 
this, three handfuls high; and theſe Shoes too. arc 
worſe thin the Stocks, with the Sole an Inch 
ſhorter than my Foot, In fine; Gentlemen, methinks 
I look altogether like a Bag of Pays ſtuff'd full of Fools 
Fleſh. | 
/ Belv. Methinks 'tis well, and makes thee look een 


Cavalier: Come, Sir, ſettle your Face, and ſalute on r 


Friends, lad 


| 


Blunt, Hau! ſav'it thou o, mu little Rover 
[Ie Kellena. 
Lady—(if vou be one) vive me lcave to kiſs your Hand. 
and tell vou, 'Sheartlikins, for all | look ſo, Iam vour 
humble Servant 
A Pox of mv Spaniſh Hu bit. 
Will. Hark — what's this? | Muſick is heard to play. 
Ener Boy. 

Hoy. Sir. as the Cuſtom is, the gay People in Maſ- 
querade, who make every Man's Houſe their own, are 
coming up. 

Enter ſeveral Mea and Women in Maſyuins Habits 
with Muſick, they put them/clves in Or der and 
Darcc. 8 

Flunt. Sheartlikins, wou "4 'twere lawful to pull 


off their falſe Faces, that 1 micht ſee if my Doxy were 
not amoneſt em. | 
Belv. Ladies and Gentlemen. fince vou are come 19 
*propo, you muſt take a [mall Collation with us. | 
| Tore Maſquers. 


| Will. 
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Will. Whilft we'll to the Good Man within, who 
ſtays togive us a Caſt of his Office. To Hellena. 
Have you no Trembling at the near Approach ? 
Hell. No more than you have in an Engagement or 


a Tempeſt. 
Will. Egad, thou'rt a brave Girl, and I admire thy 


Love and Courage. | 


—_ — 


Lead on, no other Dangers they can dread, 
Who venture in the Storms Oth' Marriage Bed. 


Exeunt. 
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